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CHAPTER 1 


CLAXTOV 

" 'TT'O my mind," observed Violet St. Jlittr, with 
1 some asperity, "all games are senseless, 
and this creation which you’ve brought from 
town, Freddie, is the most senseless of them all." 

Freddie Floyd rescued several pop-in -taw balls 
from the floor, and sighed deeply. 

" Sorry, VI,** he said contritely. “ You loved 
diabolo, so 1 thought this would appeal to qu- 
it’s just as rotten. Run you another heat for five 
shillings.'' 

Miss St. Maur looked furiously at the little 
wooden spades and the elusive glass spheres. 

" If you — play fair," sbe began cautiously, “ I 
know I could beat you. But it's so childish." 
She took up a wooden spade, put a ball on with * 
her finger, and rolled it on to the case. 

" One,” she said calmly. 

" Well, I call that fair?” said Floyd, diving 
angrily at one of his six. 

Rain was driving hard against the window, 
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ifAit Irt fir»l oiil«y to Ivt vn-crcign, Freddie 
Floyd had wonlupprd the merry, wayward girl. 
wl»o accepted it all and gave liim no hope or no 
reward. Freddie nra* small, with insignificant 
feature* and pal 1 *, mild eyr* ; hi* fair hair would 
cull, tu% man'* rflorts. He wa* trans- 

plant !y lionet and unassuming. Ten year* with 
the IJIue Lance n lad failed to give lum an atom of 
tide. 

Violet. a* prl* will, hid h»r ideal*. TVy Wrre 
tall men. dark and masterful, with hint* of vfil«l 
clrvrrrfo* Mimd tWr rapid cr-nvrrvi- 

1hni--fnen who writ f«>r the head waiter# and llm 
clwf» st big restaurant*. j*otntir.g out thing* which 
fl*ey wldvol alterrd, or ordering tom- i penal d'v’i 
l"r a not Iter day, and cntiowd the wine lot \VhiVs 
Fred lie. who th'wght dry l tread amhrmia. with 
Vi >Vt utting near him, gobhVd up hi* lunch rr 
dinner In an ordinary way. saying it wa* all t«p 
li’V. dranV hnrV or wl.isVy-and-sodt hirrr-el*. and 
advised V> >Vt to di the **nv Ttien 1'red‘i" had 
no it.j «,1 dead ferialnttes whvh generally Vet- 
ter the l>ig tiandwajw " Th»V* » hot-kv'* game/* 

tie *-»ll j »v fid It) “ Utrvk v**», 1 d n't know 
*u\!l mg. Vi fc He bad »•> mMrrl *n tnt mn*'.>-»A 
*h "it t »'»)•*• at H* f-rjiit tn yvaVt*'!; 

toMil-* at mnt Lis cncMiot U<k of *»M» 

*s»ein.n hid served him iU~*» taidi wt. that 
It*! *»!r!>e,|, wn’i m»«*ry. vvrrs.1 «il \ ?. ttittxx* 
el V* J*t wo’^"it d*i*m v to tot«nfere . ti he hid 
!•* deprf* r (s» lt>e tl O of 1.)<r } 
UsJl’k *)*Ve-tf> U,h -‘sej at, H 1 ‘A" d, 
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" I'd rather marry the poker,” said Violet in- 
dignantly. M But then Evelyn can pore for hours 
over stones. She gets out her own and polishes 
them herself, and arranges them for effect even in 
their cases. It's a craze with her. She attracted 
Mr.'Begbic’s attention at Ross’s — she was choosing a 
brooch for a Cnend, and be was matching a ruby. 
Evelyn will be happy, strung about with diamonds 
and pearls and opals. They btc all she wants on 
earth.” 

" I wonder." said Floyd — " I wonder ? Now 
Vi, I " — he got up — “ I couldn't give you ropes of 
rubies, but there are some nice diamonds at home. 
I’ve waited a long time, and I couldn’t stand another 
of your violent flirtations. Couldn't you, VI ? " 

Decision was upon flighty little Miss St. Maut. 
Freddie ... or pressing bills from ravening 
creditors. Freddie ... or her father’s wrath. 
Freddie ... or no London and its joys. Her 
worldly, careless little brain worked rapidly. 
It was so dull at Claxton If she were engaged, 
there would be some excitement. 

" I believe it’s all a conspiracy,” she burst out 
pettishly, “ getting me down here, all alone— no 
party.” 

“ Will you, Vi ? ” lie said again, and all the tender 
light in his eyes failed to touch her, because he was 
small and insignificant and so very easy to snub. 
"I’ve lots of money, don’t-cher-know, and you 
can have my mother's town house for next season. 
Will you ? We’ve put it off for a long time. I 
must know — now." 
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" I'd rather marry the poker.” said Violet in- 
dignantly. " But then Evelyn can pore for hours 
over stones. She gets out her own and polishes 
them herself, and arranges them for effect even in 
their eases. It’s a crate with her. Sire attracted 
Mr.'Begbie’s attention at Ross's — she was choosing a 
brooch for a friend, and lie was matching a ruby. 
Evelyn will be happy, strung about with diamonds 
and pearls and opals. They arc all she wants on 
earth.” 

** l wonder,” said Floyd — " l wonder ? Now 
Vi, I”— he got up—” I couldn't give you ropes of 
rubies, but there ate some nice diamonds at home. 
I’ve waited a long time, and 1 couldn’t stand another 
of your violent flirtations. Couldn’t you, Vi ? ” 

Decision was upon flighty little Miss St. Maur. 
Freddie ... or pressing bills from ravening 
creditors. Freddie ... or her fatlict’s wrath. 
Freddie ... or no London and its joys. Her 
worldly, careless little brain worked rapidly. 
It was so dull at Claxton. If she were engaged, 
there would be some excitement. 

“ 1 believe it's all a conspiracy,” she burst out 
pettishly, "getting me down here, all alone — no 
party.” 

" Will you, Vi ? ” he said again, and all the tender 
light in his eyes failed to touch her, because he was 
small and insignificant and so very easy to snub. 
" I’ve lots of money, don’t-chcr-know, and you 
can have my mother’s town house for next season. 
Will you ? We’ve put it of! for a long time. I 
must know — now.” 
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thought Floyd wearily. "Just my . . . blessed 
luck. It’s St. Hilary,” he said aloud. ** Old 
St. Hilary." He staled at Violet. 

"This way. Reeves. Take off your coat here.” 
Sir Henry’s big voice rang out cheerily. ** We're 
not so wet, considering the night." 

** My prophetic soul, it is Mr. Keeves — is that 
curl straight ? ” said Violet, pushing an alluring, 
provoking face close to Floyd's. 

“ Ask Mr. Reeves,” he said, gruffly for him, going 
away from the fire to a hard oaken settle near the 
window. He was very bitterly hurt, but she never 
saw it. 

A blast of fresh rain-laden air whistled in for a 
moment, then was firmly shut out. Sir Henry, big 
and bluff and jolly, came in with a slight dark man 
of uncertain age. His lithe, slender figute belied 
his worn face. His hair was tinged with grey, but 
liis grey, clear eyes were young and yet very tired. 

** It's most awfully kind of you to ask me in,” 
he was saying gratefully. ” My poor brute’s dead 
lame, I don't know how I should have got home,” 
“ We’ll pack you off in a motor. My niece. Miss 
St. Maur — Mr. Reeves — Captain Floyd.” Sir,Henry 
introduced his guest. 

" How do ? ” said Freddie glumly, from his settle, 
his eyes on Violet 

But her gieeting lacked no cordiality. Fresh 
worlds to conquer in this dull hole of Claxton. She 
was so fresh and soft and bright-coloured lliat 
Reeves was irresistibly reminded by her of a butter- 
fly, fluttering in summer sunshine. 
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Claxton 

'■ And you're our neiv neighbour ? ” she prattled. 
"Oh, vc must sec a lot of you. Mr. Reeves, It’s 
so lonely down here.** 

" Lowly— in this house ? " he said, half to him* 
self, still staring about him. ** Sir Henry tells mo 
you've ft little party— Mr. Regbie the jewel man, 

his Handle, you, and ” 

’* Captain Floyd.” broke in Violet sharply ; she 
was not going to be paired ofi with Freddie so 
quickly. 

They talked on, but, for all the girl's butterfly 
prcttincss and open desire to prove attractive, the 
man’s answers were absent. He seemed to study 
every detail about him more than her. The flash 
ol twilight reflected in armour and polished wains* 
cot, the weapons and great elks' heads and foxes' 
masks, the comfort of the deep chairs, the har- 
monising tints of tapestries and shaded lights— he 
gazed dreamily at them all. 

" An English house,” he said, lialf to himself, 
as Violet chattered. *' Forgive me, Miss St. Maur, 
but it is so long since I have seen a home like this, 
or any one like you,” he added simply. 

She flashed quick approval at him, and then 
Freddie’s heels drummed again. 

“You've been abroad then, shut away from 
England ? " she asked, growing even more in- 
terested. 

” Yes, I’ve been shut away from England,” he 
said grimly — ■*' prisoned by cruel circumstance ; 
and it’s rather wonderful to come back mid see it 
all again. Not that my stay here will be long," 
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** Captain Floyd," broke in VwH *harplv ; she 
war net gofng to be paired nff with Freddie vi 
quickly. 

They talked on, bat, lot all the girl's butterfly 
prtttiness and opnt desire to prove attractive, tin* 
man's answers were absent. Ho seemed to study 
every detail about turn more titan !«T. Tl»o flash 
of twilight reflected in armour and polished wains* 
cot, the wrapons and great elks' heads and foxes* 
masks. the comfort of tlio deep elnirs, the liar. 
monUing tints of tapestries and shaded lights— he 
gazed dreamily at them all 
“An English house.” be said, lull to himvlf, 
as Violet cluttered. ” Forgive me. Miss St. Matir, 
but it is so long since I luw seen a homo like this, 
or any one like you,” he added simply. 

She flashed quick approval at him, and then 
Freddie’s heels drummed again, 

•’ You've been abroad then, shut away from 
England ? " she asked, growing even more In* 
teiested. 

** Yes, I've been shut away from England," he 
said grimly—" prisoned by cruel circumstance ; 
and it's rather wonderful to come back and sec it 
all again. Not that my stay here will be long,” 
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arc there, and Dick Grcville says it’s her fault “ — she 
spoke without any stops — " and you know it will be 
my emeralds next. The Martins found an open 
window on Tuesday, but nothing gone ; they keep 
a dog There's a burglar herd" panted Lady 
Elverton. ** Freddie, do you hear — why is Freddie 
over there ?— a burglar. Here I " 

** Fellow with a jemmy and a fur cap. Oh, C 
know." said Freddie intelligently. 

" A jewel thief," said Reeves, knitting his brows. 
" Here in Claxton — in this quiet place.” 

" But we’ve some reputation for jewels," 
explained Lady Elverton. pouring out tea in a 
distracted way. " Julia’s yellow diamonds are his- 
torical, and there are Lucy Grant's rubies and other 
things, and my emeralds — they're priceless. He 
won't find those, at any rate, if he does come." 

" You keep them in the bank. ? " asked Reeves, 
as he took his tea. 

” No, I don't ; I couldn’t wear them then. But 
I keep them safe. Burglar-proof safes, too, are 
silly." 

" And singularly easy to open," said Reeves 
thoughtfully. " Yes.” 

“Oh, by the way ” — Lady Elverton flitted from 
her subject — “ do tell me, Mr. Reeves, if you are 
one of the Hampslure family ? " 

" No,” he said. " I’m not from Hampshire," 

“No? I hope you'll find Claxton pleasant," 
she said, beginning to think of something else be- 
sides the robbery. 

" As pleasant as any part of the world could be 
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“ Colon Ills are used to cooking," lie said. *' Yes, 
until my own servants follow me, 1 prefer to do 
without strangers. Mrs. Barham's picture chape- 
rones me, and old Mrs. Hodge scrubs and makes 
my bed, and brings me home tough chops. What 
more do l want ? " 

“ Oh, ask me to tea before the servants come l " 
Violet cried. ** Make me a damper yourself, and 
fry it. I can cook— that is, I saw a man scramble 
eggs once at a picnic, and I pat in the salt." 

" They said the result was like the Dead Sea," 
put in Freddie, from his settle. 

"No relations? But you’ve come to find new 
friends at Claxton," said Lady Elverton, quite 
oblivious of all the interlude and faintly troubled 
by her speeches. 

" For a time.” said Reeves ; " kind as you arc to 
me, I shall be called elsewhere. It can only be for 
a little time." 
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A Meeting 

nearer the fire, just ns Violet, timl of her aunt, 
thought she would like Mr. Reeses to herself for a 
little. 

M You look so cold.” prattled Miss Violet softly. 
“And yet it is strangely warm,’’ he returned 
absently. " A haven of warmth and rest.’* 

Crackle and plash came a storm of rain against 
the windows, followed by a roar of storm-tom 
branches outside. 

“ Cold ! ” A flashing smile lit up the man’s 
thin lace. " 1 may be physically cold, Miss St. Maur ; 
mentally, I bask — bask.” 

“ Sit over there, then,’’ suggested Violet, faintly 
puzzled, pointing over her shoulder to the sofa, 
which her desolate and disconsolate lover had just 
moved to. 

Reeves, still absent, crossed to it, plumping down 
by a silent and sulky Freddie, who, looking gloomily 
at space, scarcely noticed him. 

Now pretty Miss Violet.lookiog round.saw Freddie, 
observed that her tfle-4-liie was spoiled, and a flash 
ol mischief lit her wilful face. 

” Tea, Freddie 5 ” she called out. 

Freddie came, obedient and contented as a dog, 
a metaphorical tail wagging hard . as he demanded 
cream and sugar and buns, declared himself to be 
very hungry, and sat down close by Violet. Happy 
again, because his little love had noticed him, 
forgetting everything else. 

'* I’m comly now, and quite contented," he whis- 
pered in a foolish, loverlike voice. '* This is rippin*, 
ain’t it — bein' engaged ? " 



Lady Elver! on's Emeralds 

"Sure?** Violet poured herself out more L 
and carefully balanced a wedge of calce in i 
saucer. 

" Certain sure, don't cher know,” murmur 
Freddie, munching hot toast. 

M Then I can go and talk to Mr. Reeves," sai 
my lady, with a laugh, and stepped across, leavin. 
Floyd to tea which suddenly grew black and bitter 
and bread which turned to lead. 

Was this to be his life ? A careless word of kind- 
ness, a smile, and Violet, his wife, amusing herself 
with any man who took her fleeting fancy. But 
he had waited so long, he could wait longer— until 
his butterfly grew tired of roaming, and flew, with 
some of the gloss, perhaps, off her glossy wings, to 
his heart. She would be the same to him, as sweet 
and as fair as in her wilful youth. Freddie Floyd 
was not the stuff strong men are made of ; he could 
only wait. 

They rattled out low-toned conversation on the 
sofa near the fire, Reeves thawing before this pretty 
girl’s friendliness. If she wanted to flirt, should 
he gainsay her ? Yet the tail of h» eye rested 
with some compunction upon Captain Floyd, who, 
turning a deaf ear to his hostess's words, sat wrapped 
in gloomy silence, staring at them. 

Then, rising, he returned to his distant settle, where 
lie lighted a cigarette, and sat unheeded. 

" Store tea. Mr, Reeves ? " Lady Elverton grew 
lonely at her tea-table. 

" Oh, here's Hal— and Freddie, where's Freddie ? 
Good gracious, he's on the settle again in the cold 1 



A Meeting: 2 1 

Henry ! ” — Lady Elvertcm called to licr husband— 
" have you heard about the burglary ? Tell me whale 
you have your tea.” 

Sir Henry’s tea was a meal ot much movement. 
He drank some and poked the fire ; he ate a piece ot 
toast and sat down, and got up again to cat the other 
halt, talking nearly all the time, and quite satisfied 
if some one answered him occasionally. 

The burglaries obsessed him — he tramped from 
spot to spot, reasoning, arguing, with no one to 
advance another argument, and at each turn praying 
his wife to abandon her life's idea and to put her 
emerald necklace in the bank, and then declaiming 
in the same breath that the house could not be 
robbed. 

“ These patent fastenings,” he said, " invented by 
myself. See, the man lifts the window, and the 
bell rings directly lie turns the catch— they are 
connected every night.” 

" And your burglar ’’—Reeves fingered the con- 
necting-wire — " cuts a pane of glass out, snips the 
connection softly, and comes in unheard. Desides, 
ten to one, he is concealed somewhere downstairs, 
having slipped in during the fuss of dinner. Cracks- 
man Jim did that in the Hawke robbery. He came 
as a messenger with fruit, and never left.” 

" I didn’t read of it in the trial," said Sir Henry. 
“ No ? ” Reeves spoke absently. “ He thought 
of future occasions, no doubt, so cut a pane out to 

look well, and he " A sudden flood of scarlet dyed 

Reeves’s thin face; he bent over the fastenings, 
examining them minutely. ” Send the world back 



" Srtre ? " Vkitri pouml hrrvlf out more t 
and carefully Inhnrrtl a wedge of nke j n | 
Mnrpr. 

" Certain sure, don't chrr know,” miirmni 
Firddi<\ munching hot taut. 

" Tlirn I cm go and talk to Sir. nerves” ss 
my lady, with a laugh, and stepped acre**, le a vi 
Floyd to tea which suddenly grew black and bitt( 
and bread which turned to lead. 

Was tills to be his life ? A careless word of kin 
ness, a smile, and Violet, his wife, amusing hersel 
with any man who took her fleeting fancy. Bui 
lie had waited so long, he could wait longer— until 
his butterfly grew tired of roaming, and flew, \rith 
some of the gloss, perhaps, off her glossy wings, to 
his heart. She would be the same to him. as sweet 
and as fair as in her wilful youth. Freddie Floyd 
was not the stuff strong men are made of ; he could 
onfy wait. 

They rattled out low-toned conversation on the 
sofa near the fire. Reeves thawing before this pretty 
girl’s friendliness. If she wanted to flirt, should 
he gainsay her ? Yet the tail of bis eye rested 
with some compunction upon Captain Floyd, who, 
turning a deaf ear to his hostess’s words, sat wrapped 
in gloomy silence, staring at them. 

Then, rising, he returned to his distant settle, where 
he lighted a cigarette, and sat unheeded. 

" More tea, Mr. Reeves ? ’* Lady HI vert on grew 
lonely at her tea-table. 

** Oh, here’s Hal — and Freddie, where’s Freddie ? 
Good gracious, he's on the settle again in the cold t 
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Henry 1” — Lady Elvcrton called to her husband— 
“ have you heard about the burglar)’ ? Tell me while 
j-ou haw your tea," 

Sir Henry's tea was a meal o( much movement 
He drank some and poked the fire ; he ate a piece of 
toast and sat down, and got up again to cat the other 
half, talking nearly all the time, and quite satisfied 
if some one answered liim occasionally. 

The burglaries obsessed him — he tramped from 
spot to spot, reasoning, arguing, with no one to 
advance another argument, and at each tum praying 
his wife to abandon her life’s idea and to put her 
emerald necklace in the bank, and then declaiming 
in the same breath that the house could not be 
robbed. 

" These patent fastenings," he said, “ invented by 
myself. Sec, the man lifts the window, and the 
bell rings directly he turns the catch — they are 
connected every night." 

" And your burglar "—Reeves fingered the con- 
necting-wire—" cuts a pane of glass out, snips the 
connection softly, and comes in unheard. Besides, 
ten to one, he is concealed somewhere downstairs, 
having slipped in during the fuss of dinner. Cracks- 
man Jim did that in the Hawke robbery. He came 
as a messenger with fruit, and never left," 

" I didn’t read of it in the trial," said Sir Henry. 

” No ? ” Reeves spoke absently. " He thought 
of future occasions, no doubt, so cut a pane out to 

look well, and he ” A sudden flood of scarlet dyed 

Reeves’s thin face; he bent over the fastenings, 
examining them minutely. " Send the world back 



to old-fashioned, thick shutters,” he said, after a 
time; "drilling through those with half a dozen 
bells to ring at every shake is not half so nice. The 
present method might be called the housebreaker’s 
friend,” he added whimsically. 

" Here's fresh tea.” His hostess called him over. 
“ It's come now. So the Grcvillc diamonds escaped,** 
she said, as she poured some out. " She hides them 
as I hide mine — carelessly.” 

,r As you hide yours.” Sir Henry jerked im- 
patiently at his windows. " Your centre stone 
would buy her necklace. It‘s an heirloom. Reeves, 
and I am responsible to the heirs I haven’t got”— 
here he stroked his chin sadly — " that is to certain 
nephews, for its value.” 

*' You keep it very carefully, I trust,” said Reeves 
in his low voice. 

“ In careful carelessness. My dear Mr. Bogbie, 
we had almost given you up.” 

A thin, precise, hawk-eyed man came stiffly in 
— upright as a dart, narrow shouldered, something 
automatic in ha stilted movements. Men said tliH 
Harold Bcgbie knew no human kindness and no 
mercy ; that dreary tales <>t poverty were merely joys 
to him, Since they gave him the dunce ol some fresh 
jewel, some stone to help in lm new chain of 
sappluies, some quaint old ornament with rarebl.uk 
pearl* about it. His keen eyes, peering through their 
I'ince-n-’z, s<trmed to find hidden flaws anil cracks ; 
hH cold Voice frightened the poor sellers into asking 
kali what they had liop*-d for and taking perhaps 
S3 eighth. There were human tears crystallised in 
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the collector’s pearl ropes ; heart’s blood in his fiery 
rubies; chilling, changed hopes in the flame-lit opals. 
Small chance for a burglar in Harold Begbie's house, 
where a step at night near the strong-ro<jm would 
set elcctnc alarms whirring, flash on lights ; where 
an outstretched, unwary hand groping might turn 
on the switch wliich rang up the Yard itself. 

Skilled cracksmen shrugged shoulders, and passed 
by. Nothing short of an explosion of dynamite 
could bring them a shower of jewels from that 
house. 

" 1 fear I am late, Lady Elverton,” he said slowly. 

“ I was discussing the burglary. All " and, like 

James, the thin man shd for a space, clawing 
irritably, slipping on an elusive pop-in-taw sphere of 
glass. He stooped to pick it up. glancing severely 
at Violet, who was giggling helplessly. 

"We need scarcely ask who was playing with 
these. Miss St. Maur. Ah l you and Captain Floyd. 
Precisely. The box — where is it ? " 

"There,” muttered Violet, pointing to the 
settle, and stuffing her handkerchief into her mouth. 
Mr. Begbie slipping had amused her. 

Now, Mr. Begbie was short-sighted, and Freddie 
sat in dimness. The sharp dropping of the pop-in- 
taw ball on to Captain Floyd's sleek head was not 
premeditated, and the immediate escape of subdued 
bad language sent the astonished Begbie almost 
skipping backwards, apologising deeply. Having 
then carefully placed the little ball in its place, be 
went for his tea, very much annoyed and shaken. 
He too was full of the burglary. ^ 
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** tt‘* fin emlinaiy maVnatviji." !•" anvwmd 
AMf. 

At thi» bw'«i Mr 1Vfl*K earning l.n lull 
barop, tupped anMlKi gla»» **fVivVT. |ml as 
WiH.lunl of wailtni;. a*VM It fmh fra. wbvh 
lV did n rt want. and rallM to Hc"vr* to get It lor 
her. 

Marching rwHlv. Ilrglne ao-.vj to the dMant 
K-nl-— it would trvei lave entered into lot head to 
J*iV \|jf t«U down tljvm a UM'. anywhere except 
in lt» proper |<Uor Krrvrw Mmc acrt*-% with lh- 
cup; and Evelyn (im’iiv, mdu*ky grey. a n*pe of 
pruU showing milk-white against tli- du»k. cam" 
swiftly in. 

A splendid woman. tall, rrgjlly liandvnn"-- 
deep prv rvrt glowing under a low broad forehead, 
a ml mouth sot in scornful lines, df*p4ltntnl, 
slmder.hij’pml . tranly before wlm.li datnl) VmH'i 
pakd as a gay forget-me-not l*-*idc a ipirenhle 
rov. 

" I'm sony I am Late." the began ; then started 
and Mood (till, pale at death, her ryes vt tn dismay 
at clve reeled and caught at a chair, and then all the 
teem about licr mouth teemed to leap into her deep 
grey eye*. They had parted, these two, «n a toft 
May evening,/ tar lit and tummer tweet, with twitter 
of binls about them and teent of hawthorn and cow- 
slips cm. the silky air. They met— thus. 

“ You 1 " the breathed — “ you 1 ” and reeled 
again ; and Reeves dropped tlic cup deliberately, 
“Steady, Eviel" he whispered, his thin face 
as set as Lera. " Steady I " 
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to go. We can’t talk here. Your future owner is 
glaring basilisk-like from behind Jiis glasses. Miss 
St. Maur is flitting about like an injured butterfly, 
and her future owner is still upon the settle, also 
glowering. They are sending me back in the motor ; 
but we must meet to talk things over, say to-morrow, 
when the hounds are out, and I’m dining here to- 
morrow night." 

" You’re not — not dining here," she said. " Ernest, 
don’t force me to tell them what you are.” 

“ And what if two played at telling ? " he said, 
with averted face. " May evenings were sweet, 
I!\de ; there was a foolish, loving woman alive in 
those days, and she wrote certain letters. What 
if two played at telling? I>o you remember 
how ’’ 

” Oh, hush I “ she implored—" hush I " and looked 
across at Bcgbie. He was sketching designs on a 
sheet of drawing-paper, moving little paste stones 
into the spaces, so as to sec what they looked like, 
and seemed absorbed ; but he glanced across more 
than once at the two who were talking so earnestly 
in each other, and her eyes grew troubled. 

" Think of the jewels, Evie . . . you would not 
like to lose them now, and let me be. I shall not 
trouble you for long." 

She sat silent, plucking at the pearls, great globes 
of milky softness, the fruits of years of dose selection 
— some said no finer rope existed ; they were twisted 
about her throat, and hung to her waist, weighted 
by a single opal with flames which leaj>od scarlet 
and blue and angry’ green as she moved, and the 
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Mn«* diamond fhth*-rf from l;«*f wrist. It mid- •■> 
pendtnf, tit a brunch in other wthncs. 

Evelyn rifmiv IjvJ known poverty, and her 
future rtwW fwr T<» h*e it would mean rrtt’.rnin" 
to th**ip |jin<!«sn t.tdgmgr to th** dragging yean 'he 
had passed through fhsn> e had vnt her faff no*". 
Could she H filin''** steal it fmm hfr i 
She Hunt; Iwf head up with a quick gesture ®l 
mingled vnm ari'l fear and uncertainty 
" II I only Vnrw \ilnt brings yon here/’ Mv* 

** If I knew " 

Bcglne's voire broke .wrnss the silence. 

" Tlie only sifegtnnl for women who live if 1 the 
country is the Parisian Diamond Company.’’ he 
said. " Let them keep imitations in their tndly 
guarded houses, and leave the valuable originals 
at the bank. Country houses are imposiibh-* to 
safeguard. Take this place as an example A 
burglary here this week— a thief among us " 

Evelyn Gervaise sprang to her feet, her chair 
going over with a crash. Dumb, wide-eyed, she 
listened, and stared at Reeves. 

" This week — this . . . week " she whispered- 
"Don't look so terrified, Evelyn," said Beghie. 

** I will take your jewels from you every ei'eniog, 
and Patch, the terrier, sees to my safety. Besides, 
if the man comes here he will look for Lady EKer- 
ton's emeralds. He will not tliink of you.” 

They came about the fire chattering, talking of the 
robbery. Reeves was carried off again by Violet. 
/”•* ; goaded to fresh mischief by Freddie s 
uncement of their engagement.- $ut 
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as the motor came round, and Reeves was packed 
into it, Evelyn found a moment to get near him. 

"You are not to come here again,” she said 
below her breath. " or I will tell them.” 

“ Take care. If you do that,” he answered swiftly 
and proudly, and started lor his lonely home. 


CHAPTER III 


THE CHESTNUT HORSE 

T HERE are better places and worse places to 
hunt from than Claxton. Foxes abound, 
Jvcpt up by sporting landowners ; the farmers ate 
cheery folk, and wire is little seen ; but there is too 
much plough, and the blind thorn-grown banks and 
wide ditches take a lot of doing. Irish horses do 
best across it. Quick jumpers from fly countries 
soon find themselves down over the trappy banks, or 
labouring, foam-covered, in the sticky plough. But 
there arc tracks of grassland across which hounds 
run fast and horses can gallop, and plenty of fun 
is to be got there. 

Reeves knew of the pack. He had seen the ad- 
vertisement of Barham, and, the two suiting him, he 
had come down to Claxton. 

Sitting over his solitary breakfast — he had fried 
his own eggs-and-bacon and made ha own tea — 
lines of pain graven deep upon his face— lines of 
pain and rectWsness. Tills meeting with his 
hnt love liad been so unexpected; it had dragged 
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the past from its place of decent burial, and brought 
it, racked by decay, to the light. 

U was easy to swear that he had forgotten and 
would forget — but of what avail to-day, with that 
dead thing before him? Six years to decay in. 
Six years of worse than death to him. He looked 
down at his white hands, scarred here and there, 
and laughed bitterly. There were few things ho 
did not know now. Few secrets he could not see 
at will. A locked door stood behind him in the 
vast, dreary room. Locked closely, the Barhams 
had stipulated nothing was to be disturbed. He 
went across to it, laughing in the same way, pausing 
to look round the long room, with its dull, brick-red 
paper and worn carpet and heavy curtains. A 
dining-room, in some people's eyes, need possess 
no beauty save that of solidity. Ifc had pulled 
the heavy dining-room table to one side and carried 
in some easy chairs from the damp old drawing- 
room, and ate off a small round table by the 
fire. 

The kitchen was a cavernous, beetle-haunted 
palace, so he kept frying-pan and saucepan and 
his scant stock ol provisions in the sideboard, 
leaving the cooking things for the old scrubber, 
who had interested Violet, to dean. A busy, stout 
dame, engaged not to chatter. 

"My own servants will soon be here. Until 
then don’t betray my strange bachelor ways, Mrs. 
Hodge. If I hear anything outside, I get some one 
else.” 

Bay was liberal ; she was allowed to do most of 
2 
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Ihr shopping. Mm. Ilodfjc was sensible, and avoided 

griping. 

Rrrvr* looked again at the cupboard. He was 
n 1 1 crly reckless this morning. He took some strange 
wires and lli**n krys from Ins pockets, twisting lor 
a minute, and the cupboard door flew open. It 
was a deep angle forming a recess, but empty save 
for huge grey cobwebs and misshapen crooked- 
legged horrors which crawled m their woven gloom. 

" Spiders," he said aloud. " The Barhams are 
careful of their ItvcsUxk." He pulled the door to 
without locking it, and went to the corresponding 
door at the other side of the fireplace. Thii swung 
back to show a small cupboard, furnished with 
shelves, and full of china. A Lowestoft lea-set. 
all pamted with dainty, stcmless roses, stood on the 
top shell. He lilted a cup down. 

" My teeth grit on that cheap white stud." he 
said. M 1*11 drink out of these in future, and brew 
my tea in this." He took up a quaint old teapot, 
blue and scarlet and gold — Worcester, so far ns be 
knew. 

"If Mrs. Barham saw me," he went on comically, 
looking up at a picture of a hook-nosed, fussy- 
looking woman which hung against the brick- 
coloured paper. " Even when she locked th£ cup- 
board she had qualms of fear," he went on. " Ill 
bet she chose the paper because it would not dirty 
easily, and thole funereal curtains for the same 
* v "•’’f . Barham, my landlady, see me drink 

■ tea afresh in the brilliant-coloured tea- 
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pot, poured his store of tea from a paper bag into 
a quaint old caddy, put his frizzled sausage into a 
rcd-and-gald plate, and laughed again. 

“ It's something to annoy people, even if they 
don’t feel it," he said, always aloud. The sound 
of his own voice was company. 

Old Mrs. Hodge coming, heavy-footed, gasped 
at the new display, and " thought as 'ow Mrs. Bar- 
ham ’ad the chaney cupboard locked, setting great 
store on them old ttuRgs." 

" But I had the key, you see,” said Reeves gaily. 
" Wash 'em carefully, Mrs. Hodge. They'll charge 
us a guinea a cup for smashes.” This advice nearly 
causing Mrs. Hodge to break one at once. 

He went oil to get into boots and coat. His 
groom meeting him in the yard with a long-tailed, 
well-bred grey. Not quite enough stuff in her for 
Claxton valley ploughs, but a wear-and-tear sort 
that would struggle on when she was done, and 
jump freely to the last. This grey, a fired bay, and 
the roan lie had left, dead lame, at the Elvertons’, 
completed the stud. Neyers the groom lived above 
the harness-room, cooking for himself. The three 
horse* seemed lost m the big, half-kept yard, with 
grass growing in the cobble-stones, with dreary 
drips from leaking shoots—thc Barhams scamped 
repairs— and peeling doors and broken windows. 

As they had to leave, they wpuld not spend 
any money on the place — hence the difficulty of 
letting it, and the low rent which Reeves had to 
pay. 

He swung himself into the saddle. The grey 
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used to ride so much. He sow her at last, galloping 
a big chestnut round the lawn. A hot-tempered, 
Roman-nosed brute, showing the whites o! his 
restless eyes as he came striding up. Hinging up 
his head, and snatching ill-tempeTedly at his bit. 
Violet, seeing Reeves, came see-sawing across — the 
cob standing quite quiet when she really wanted 
him to. 

'* Mr. Begbie's a better buyer of jewels than he 
is of horses," sire said, nodding at the chestnut. 
" He says he picked that one up most reasonably, 
considering its size. I’m sure he took it for an off- 
colour ruby, and he’s given it to Evelyn. I believe 
it runs away. Look t " 

The chestnut raked its head loose, pawing furiously, 
half reared, and then walked sullenly towards them, 
lleghie eyeing it with some pride. 

" A very fine animal, Evelyn," he remarked. •* 1 
consider it an excellent bargain." 

*' What did you pay ? ” Reeves asked abruptly. 

" Thirty pounds. Tire animal passed a vet. He 
came yesterday." 

" Thirty pounds l ” Reeves burst out. " Wiry, 
os a sound horse the brute's worth two hundred.’’ 

" So I thought," smiled Begbie pleasantly. "A 
slight flaw somewhere, no doubt." 

“Then can’t you sec there must be something 
very wrong with him ? He must have run away; 
played some horrible trick. I wish. Miss Gervaisc, 
you'd let mo try him to-day, and you ride this 
mare." 

Evelyn looked at him slowly. There were dark 
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linw under her eyes. She looked jaded and ill at 
ease. 

" I had rather not, thank yon.” she said stiffly. 

A small man, passing hy. glanced sharply up at 
Reeves, Mho. looking at him carelessly, started and 
looked again, feeling sure he had seen him some-. 
where. He was a little wcasly-looking fellow, 
with a heavy moustache and a crop of curling black 
hair. 

" An 5 ' idea who that is > ’’ he said to Sir Henry. 

" Tint } Oh. yes— Bateson. He has taken Raikes’s 
cottage and garden; is going in for the French 
system. Came to my gardener for advice yester- 
day. A nice, hard-working little fellow.” 

The master, who bad been obliged to eat some 
unneeded breakfast, was coming out. A strong- 
backed, lean-headed, flea-bitten grej'ires jogged up 
As* Ah? stfff .<A r .has*, Artf f&a-j’ .vkv ids* .mow -off ip -* 
minute. The sun flashed on the French windows 
of the old house, where they opened on to a grey 
stone terrace. 

"See there 1" Reeves pointed with his whip. 

" Your burglar-proof homes of England. I’ll wager 
there are no shutters on those, and a man simply 
cuts a piece out, slips tiie catch, and walks in ; or, 
easier stfll, knowing — having watched or knowing 
which rooms arc lived in — steps up in the dusk before 
the catches are up, lies doggo below a sofa, and lias 
the house at his mercy." 

" And as the Protheroes never enter the blue 
drawing-room — -Esther died there suddenly — it 
would be singularly easy to hide in it,*’ said Violet. 
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"You we those bright blue curtains, those ate the 
windows. By the way," she prattled on, “ Hams 
complained of you. You sent him home and 
walked, in the dark — from Tattnn corner." 

** There's a short way in there," he said care- 
lessly. " A gap in the Barium walls *’ 

"You might have met the burgUr and been 
sandcrackrd Isn't that it / " suggested Floyd. 

" He made his attempt on the Lews's about seven- 
thirty— just at dinner-time But her terrier rushed 
out, and the man cleared off. The library window 
was open. Ms didn't mtcie^t him, so he cleared 
empty fi*ted Roekliampton gate is ju‘t where 
you got oil. w> you might have seen something— 
the chip running. y’Vnow ” 

*' 1 saw nothing,' said Reeves absently. *' I 
Went in and through the gap *nd Immc It was duk 
and late. 1 walked luck quxMy ** 

" To meet the scrubber } " Evelyn's voice rang out 
rather shrilly and anxiously 

" To meet no <w I cook my own dinner," he 
returned gravely 

Stir touched the chestnut with her h«l, the 
bttgtta in horseflesh answering by a furious bound, 
ami they jogged on Tlie Prol hemes kept 
|V»vinit, but, as is Middlrslurr custom, they kept 
foxes too. A brarr were nm on foot, slipping 
Imm woo.) to wood until one wearied e( galJi’ping 
in the wide f Jle-cpKfV**di circle 

Beeves pulled ejisfto two rounds, and *,ov roe 
lnr<mg into bun from Mand, a’.nyet ktvtked hint 
om, It was tu'ja G-rvaiv cn her clie-tnut. 
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Sir* *-»* whit* ami tif«t. ami ai h« fatj^br lb** 
ami sfrsd’ctj it. ho fraM «»■'' her glm <•« w*re 

rhh 

"Tim brute's ftftl fit f->r y*in fn fi?l*," hr «ii<i 

•hatf'ly. " WWt yn*t rMrc* with rnr ? “ 

Sb** 1st l,<*td " T h*” hor*,* vru bought tut 
m»« and t hid fitter l*un to tidr him. fbit tli^r <* 
h no dunce of a run: *-fan talk here in the shelter. 
I fltlc yr>ii r.w, Hbil t]n ymt mean to do? I 
mint Know." 

Hr Wn| low over fm hone’s mane. fidgeting with 

I hr cair/itl))* brush'd hm Th'n hr looked her 
straight in the face " I mran to stay here for a 
linif," h* uhl straddy. 

" Coming among a* all I J)mmg with Sir Henry I 

II you «y that, then I mint tell them— what you 
are. Don't you sec — I mint ? " 

"Ami— if you do, I shall tell them w hat— we were." 
he answered, lifting himself for the bullying words. 

She winced and flushed. Riches, comfort, were 
new to her. She did not want to throw them 
lightly away. She watched a stiff, awkward- 
looking rider cantering fits sober brown in the wake 
of the flying diase, as hounds burst from another 
spinney, close on their tiring prey. As Evelyn 
Gervaise, companion to her cousin, who would not 
betray her, her past bore looking into. As Evelyn 
Sandys, whose name had been freely bruited forth 
to the public, she knew the man who took her as a 
peg to hang his jewels on would put her. without 
compunction/ back on her shelf, still more certainly 
if he saw her mad letters. 
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*' Shall wc, therefore, sign a compact ? " he 
ashed a little wearily, seeing her frightened face. 
“ I want a little breathing space. A little time to 
go as a gentleman among my fellows before I — dis- 
appear. I do you no harm, do I ? ” 

“ If I could think so,” she breathed, and his face 
grew hard. He knew what she was thinking of. 
And, with the knowledge, every good feeling seemed 
to wilt and wither as tender seedlings in a black 
frost's grip. 

“You piece of beautiful intolerance," he said, 
half to himself. " Well, Evic — Miss Gervaise, is 
it peace or war ? *' 

“ I’ll tell you tlus evening,” she said, with white, 
dry lips. Her fiancd was cantering towards them. 
Hounds had killed in the beech wood by the western 
entrance. 

"Thank Heaven I We shall draw’ Leyton now’, 
and have a hunt." Violet came up with Begbie. 
The thin man looked at Reeves thoughtfully. 

" I don’t know’ how it is, Reeves," he said, " but 
I seem to know your face. Can wc have met any* 
where ? " 

" It’s such an ordinary face,” Reeves said, in his 
easy way. ” Wc may liavc travelled together, dined 
close to each other — one never knows.” 

" It seems — something more familiar than that," 
said Bcgbic slowly. 

As they jogged along to the next covert, hopes 
and thoughts of finding, the usual fox-hunters' 
surmises, were lost in the all-pervading topic of the 
burglaries. They were rich people down in Middle- 
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■' Shall we, therefore, sign a compact ? ” he 
asked a little wearily, seeing her frightened face. 
" I want a little breathing space. A little time to 
go as a gentleman among my fellows before I— dis- 
appear, 1 do you no harm, do I ? 

" If I could think so,” she breathed, and his face 
grew hard. He knew what she was thinking of. 
And, with the knowledge, every good feeling seemed 
to wilt and wither as tender seedlings in a black 
frost's grip. 

" You piece of beautiful intolerance," he said, 
half to himself. “ Well, Evie — Miss Gervaise, is 
It peace or war ? " 

** I'll tell you this evening," she said, with white, 
dry bps, Her fanct was cantering towards them. 
Hounds had killed in the beech wood by the western 
entrance. 

" Thank Heaven I We shall draw Leyton now, 
anil have a hunt." Violet came up with Bcgbie. 
The thin man looked at Reeves thoughtfully. 

'* I don’t know how it is. Reeves," lie said, " but 
I seem to know your face. Cm wc have met any- 
where ? " 

" It's such an ordinary face,” Reeves said, in his 
easy way. " We may have travelled together, dined 
dose to each other — one never knows." 

" It seems — something more familiar than that," 
said Bcgbic slowly. 

As they jogged along to the next covert, hopes 
and thoughts of finding, the usual fox-hunters’ 
surmises, were lost in the all-pervading topic of the 
burglaries. They were rich people down in Middle- 
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sounds like the Cracksman's work," he said thought- 
fnlly. 

" The who ? " Violet asked. 

" The Cracksman. A burglar whose methods I’ve 
— well, heard of. They call him that because he 
can get through anything." 

M You knew a lot of funny people in your colony," 
said Violet. " And you'd heaps of money, I sup- 
pose 5 ” 

" We never wanted any w here I was.” He looked 
_at her with one of his flashes of silent laughter. 

• " How nice ! I wish I never wanted any,” 
Violet sighed. 

Just ahead a humped and dejected back repre- 
sented Floyd. His engagement, but a day old, 
was not proving a success. Violet showed him no 
new softness, and held out no hopes of her wicked 
little heart turning to him because she was to be 
his -wile, She wore his splendid diamond ring, she 
had already lightly accepted a present oi his motor 
car ; but she laughed at him, snubbed, as unmerci- 
fully as if she never meant to put her hand in his 
and her life into liis keeping. Floyd rode well, 
yet not well enough to please his elegant lady. He 
was no dasher away over the blackest places, no 
thruster to come out at locked gates or brooks in 
flood ; but a man who rode his own line quietly, 
who knew what hounds were doing, and picked 
his spot in a bad fence with care, and who saw the 
ends of hunts, when the wild men Violet admired 
were walking their hurt horses homewards. 

Her empty little head was full of schemes and 
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regret*. If Krrvrt never wanted money he must 
W an rrrentrir million lire. and why furl she not 
rnft lum before dullness ami probity had made 
her arrrpt Freddie 

n«yd pulled Kirk just then . they were turning 
from I hr foul In the rovrft. a straggling nood on 
the side of a Still, tejth a fair country nil round. 

" Hide the hunt with me, Vi.” hr said wistfully. 

" You never get away. FrrrJdie You will go 
round to avoid the crowd in the gate,” she said 
wilfully. 

" It'* quicker— it really is I say. don’f-chrr- 
know," said Floyd eagerly, " I dul well last time — 
t jotter than your crowd." 

" Onl}’ ticca use 1 — we got stuck." 

“ In the gate ? " suggested Freddie unwisely. 

" Certainly not." said Violet, flushing hotly. " I’ll 
— let me follow you, Mr. Reeves." 

The smile, the wide, appealing eyes were sheer 
misery to her humble lover. 

" I think I shall follow Captain Floyd myself,” 
said Reeves softly. ” If he’ll allow me. I don't 
know the country’, and I share his horror of crowds.” 

The ensuing chuckle was an example of Freddie 
Floyd’s lack of discretion. Miss Violet, in a hot 
fury, left them both. Just then a long-drawn note 
in covert told them a fox was at home. No ringing 
brute this, but a straight-necked, grey-flecked 
customer, who slipped away almost before the whips 
were in their places, and pointed his mask for 
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fall together in a ghastly li^np — of striking hoofs anil 
rolling horses? His brains were quickrr than that. 
Tlic grey marc was wrenched to a stand, almost 
/ailing into the hedge. Reeves sprang down, and 
with uplifted whip rushed straight at the pulling 
chestnut brute, thundering clown at him. The 
whip struck and the horse swerved, only to rush 
sideways, his vicious eyes maddened now, at the 
silver line. But the swerve, momentarily as it was, 
had given the man time ; lie caught the bridle close 
to the bits, wrenching them— was carried on, battered 
by swinging shoulders and forelegs, and pulled the 
horse up l«o yards from the wire. 

“ Get down now," he said, as he found his breath 
again. 

The girl slipped from the saddle, swaying a little, 
her face white anddrawn. They peered over the hedge. 

*' There is another ditch and wire beyond it. 
outside,’’ he said quietly. " It would have been 
a nasty fall.” 

" You’re not hurt ? ” she muttered, as she 
watched him changing saddles; be had put the 
bridles into her hands. 

*’ I ? Oh no l A little bruised.” But be limped, 
and there was blood on his hands. 

"And — it was your part to saw me,” she said 
dully, as he put her up and they r ode on to 
the wood. Some men had pulled up to see if 
the two were safe,* and when they reached the 
edge of the wood where the grey fox was snugly 
ensconced in- the network of burrows, they were 
surrounded by eager questioners. 
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Evie, but I'd like to be presented, with all your 
jewels on; just for once,” 

"My chains of diamonds and rubies,” half 
whispered Evelyn. " Oh, they'll be very gorgeous, 
Vi. Here’s a letter I’ve forgotten to post about 
them. A man is bringing down unset stones, boxes 
of them, for me to choose designs from. Wonderful 
stones, which he, Harold ” — she brought out the 
name slowly — " has been collecting for yens. 
They’ll be something to see, those jewels of mine, 
on my wedding-day. I think," she laughed drearily. 

” that Harold dreams of their flash and glitter, of 
heads turned, and whispers of amazement, and but 
very little of the human show-case he has chosen. 
His heart is wrapped up in his stones. Ifc spent 
two years, he tells me, in buying (his blue diamond.” 

"And the silly old thing looks like an excited 
sapphire. Oh, it's only envy, Evie. 01 cour>r, I 
wish it was mine. Well ’’—she flung on some logs, 
bolding her pretty hands to the blaze — ” there are tin 
burglaries, and Mr. Reeves coming, all in one week.” 

Evelyn turned whiter ; she clutched her bruised 
bands until they hurt her. 

"He” — Violet put her fluffy head on one side 
— ” he’s tirmendously interesting, Evie. and so 
uysterious. There's something unfathomable be* 
und thrse eyes of hi*. He looks as if he had (**•*» 

0 the other world and seen a ghmf, and can’t 
>»rg*-t tt. I'm sure, jwu know, M’j an eccentric 
nlihonaire." 

Vi ht tJfjwnl lief tight higfi-he»l"d sh>« on tho 
eeder; one could not imagine liff naturally slender 
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feet in anything except a shoe just half a size too 
small for her. The delight of saying " I take threes 
made up for countless surreptitious aches. 

"He's delightful, E vie— so clever. Now, poor 
Freddie 11 

" What would you feel like,” said Evelyn quickly. 

" if Freddie ceased to be a faithful dog ? ’’ 

" If Freddie ceased ■" Violet's eyes grew wide. 

Life without Freddie to walk after her, without 
Freddie to jeer at and mock, to bring her books, 
flowers, tireless sympathy, and get laughed at for 
his pains — there were things impossible to think 
of, and this was one of them. 

" 1 suppose I should miss him," she said thought- 
fully. 

" Think of it sometimes, for you try him very 
highly," said Evelyn gravely. “ There are foolish 
men on earth, Violet, whom clever men might envy.” 

She leant back then lost in thought, gazing 
dreamily at the huge log fire as it leapt and 
crackled, Ringing up flames o! orange and blue and 
yellow, its glowing heart red gold and full of strange, 
mysterious shapes. Here a castle stood, with 
battlement and tower, then faded in a second’s 
space to blackness, and fell away. There a land- 
scape all in rosy fight ; here again a face. There 
were wonderful things in that fire-world — castles 
5n the fire and air. The girl's mind went hack to 
the past — a past charred and black as a piece of wood 
which had fallen out and grown cold. She recalled 
those old happy days when the world was full of 
trust and love and hope, when she was to have 



4 Lady Elverton's Emeralds 

Jen happy in a simple way, and fretted then, 
owning at simplicity, longing for the riches and 
ivels which could never be hers. Her fingers 
inched the pearls, each one a sphere of perfect 
ilk-white transparency, each one worth a large 
m of money, as much perhaps as would have 
pt her for a year in the dream-life she had missed. 
:ttcr as it was now, she thought; she would 
'e as she had longed to. Heads turning, sibilant 
lispers : " Mrs. Begbie— look at her jewels. What 
s she got on to-night— the Bechstein rubies ? 
e blue diamond ? the black pearls ? *' And 
l poison in the cup, the shadow lurking for her, 
mid be the lean man who would give her these 
ngs, and whom she must call husband. Her flesh 
led out against it sometimes. Her iron bands had 
h 1 of all their strength. She dreamt again, shudder- 
, The sudden end ol a girl's hopes ... the crash 
I wpostire, the wound which angered her so madly 
its pain, the gulf which poured in black and 
er In' tween her and her lover. She stood on the 
e, and stretched no hand (o him; believed 
fling save the worst, for there seemed nothing 
In Ik'liew, All the intolerance of youth was 
i her; she felt it again to have dared to drag 
dawn to have her name in the papers; and 
. them was her name, and no more— nothing 
the honor of watching and reading of the end, 

A whhlt seemed to prove all. Then mis- 
v cruel black wings. Her mother’s 

• j th>' long yean when she had to work 
^ might cam the right to live, for a 


captious old cousin ; those grinding hopeless months 
in the terrace at Kensington, a terrace which some 
humorist had named Elm Gardens. The elms 
were blackened, hopeless things, languishing in iron 
rings ; the gardens mere strips of rain-lashed mud 
in winter and sun-baked mud in summer, their 
hunt blades of grass worn away by tireless childish 
feet. She could shiver still at the hopeless, dreary 
life, endless in its monotony ; with daily shopping 
at cheap suburban shops ; daily walks, or long 
hours spent over dirty library books its only recrea- 
tion; with visits, far apart, up to the western 
world, where she ground envious teeth, and longed 
her soul out before the barred jewellers' windows. 
Deep sapphires, cold turquoises, mocking opals, 
red blooded rubies, meek, alluring pearls— how 
she loved them all, and shuddered sometimes in 
impotent anger before a flashing diamond necklace. 
Was it wickedness to rejoice when old Miss Gervaise 
grew ill and must go abroad, when she found herself 
in the sunny South, m a huge and comfortable hotel } 
for the crabbed old woman, who had worn out her 
health in sordid cheapness, would spare nothing now 
if she might live on. Here she met the Elvertons, 
and in her cold way grew happier, and here among 
the gnarled olives her aunt died There was little 
for Evelyn, everything had been sunk in an annuity. 
The savings were enough to keep her for a year or 
two in comfort, or, if invested, to help her if she took 
a situation. Evelyn Gervaise chose liberty, she had 
been caged too long. Helped by the Elvertons, 
she came in a mild way into society, a cold girl. 
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answered om-orfS- R«v« bad clianged-sluved 
oS hi. moustache ; yet whit it t» were recognised? 

She shivered stoi* » >K <«“• „ 

"Tie is rtCovt a carious person, said Uegme, 
ruminating. " This hetmitW* at Barhamis surely 
a very strange thing. Why should he desire so 
much to bo alone 7" 

Why l Evelyn felt herself grow hot and cold. 
Conviction was forcing itself upon her; she feared 
her fiances cold, well-balanced mind, his powers 
ol perception. 

“ The burglar will be well advised if he stays away 
from here," laughed Violet, talcing a bunch ol roses 
carelessly from Freddie, ""You'd follow him to 
the ends of the earth, Mr. Begbie, if he took Evic’s 
blue diamond?" 

"If he took my blue diamond”— the personal 
pronoun was faintly accented—" he would be a fool," 
said Begbie. " Ko one would dare to buy so well 
known a stone. The extraordinary thing is how 
a stranger can be about this little place without 
ticing noticed.” 

* Bed roses— Freddie, and a. yellow gown.” 
Violet was pleased to be petulant. " Put them in 
water, like a dear." 

fioyd, who had wined to town for flowers for her 
took them, sighing. "They can burn," he said’; 
but Evelyn caught ha hand- •• m take them” she 
- * uJ - B u-as one of his rare flashes of temper, 

> in Vr,oJct idling him an owl, and iimne' 

\ ®*My pinning on the flowera. 

i Sht W il “>“« to attract attention (ton 
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the harmony of colours would have contented 
him without anything else, Reeves touched a 
rose-coloured chair softly, he looted at s vase 
of flowers, before he came on to sluice hands and 
talk over the day. 

"Your house is so strangely beautiful. Lady 
Riverton," he said, almost wistfully. 

" Very like so many other houses,” she said, 
smiling, with the Saxon's knack of cheapening her 
possessions, in hopes she might hear them still further 
praised. 

" Yes, but when one has not been in a house for 
years,” lie said, with the inward flash of humour 
winch lighted up his worn face, ” eternal lack of 
colour, all things for sheer use and not one for the 
lust of the eye. starve a man's soul.” 

"Good heavens I Why not have sent to 
Liberty's for Persian rugs ’ ” said Violet the 
practical. " Australia's not the end of the earth, 
Ut. ’Reews.” 

" Funny thing, we never thought ol Persian 
rugs,” he said, smiling; and Evelyn's fan snapped 
across in her tense fingers 

" You rich people on stools and grate your 
feet on hare boards,” Violet flashed, " while poor 

ones Good gracious I what on earth lias Evie 

done ? " 

broken priceless ivory, tom historical lace. The 
frail sticks liad fluttered in a queen's bejewelled 
fingers. Anne of Austria was supposed to have 
cooled her handsome face with the tiny toy— played 
with it perhaps when her sad heart went out jo 
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him, and not the seared, bitter things, withered to 
utter hopelessness, which ached there now. 

" My dear Mr. Reeves, why say impossible when 
I ask you if you like snipe ? *' 
lie woke with a stab of jarring pain. No, the 
past was there, black and unchangeable, shutting 
him off from the lives of ordinary men; and the 
present was with him The man he had dreamt of 
lay dead, and the scarecrow they had built from 
his blood and bones was sitting here, a being made 
ol brass and iron, with nothing good about him. 

*' Forgive me. Miss St. Maur, T was far away, 
dreaming. Yes, I love snipe, and— butterflies," 
he added softly, looking at her glowing face ; and 
Freddie plumped hu glass down so sharply that the 
wine in it upset, splashing hts startled hostess. 
Violet fluttered and blushed, flashing soft looks at 
Reeves. A colonial millionaire — who knew what 
might happen ? 

Harold Begbie detested chattering women. He 
had ccrtainly.no lault to find with his fiancie, who 
sat beside lum like an icicle, merely answering when 
she was spoken to, and that but absently. 

Having absorbed the plainly cooked meats and 
sago pudding and prunes, which was all his digestion 
allowed him, lie tried to interest her as to the setting 
of her wedding jewels — the wonderful combination 
which was to set the world talking 

" A string of coloured diamonds, Evelyn, joined 
with black pearls— I think that would astonish 
people not a little. Yellow and other blues, and 
pink; that last took me two years to get, and the 
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Take Care *>3 

in a safe, and my terrier, Toby, is as good as 
electricity.” 

*' Terriers may die of arsenic, of prussic acid; 
chloroform would keep you quiet, Begbie; and a 
man might risk the hangman for a few of your 
glittering toys. The Claxton burglar may be 
listening now, powdering poor Toby’s last piece of 
food, fingering the little bottle which will keep you 
still while the drill whines and bites into your steel 
safeguard. Oh, I'd be careful, Begbie, down here.” 

lie leant back, smiling. Begbie, taking a little 
more barley-water, eyed him sourly. Why should 
his peace of mind be disturbed m this fashion ? and 
where had he seen the man's face belore ? 

" You’ll tell us you are the burglar yourself next, 
Sir. Reeves,” he said stiffly. " You work up 
alarms so well.” 

" \ might, wen that — wen that,” laughed 
” Brr ! My dear Evelyn, are your hands fated 
to-night ? ” Begbie sprang up, scrubbing at bis 
dress clothes, for Evelyn, helping hersell to ginger, 
had let the spoon fall, and the oozy sweetness of the 
juice dropped where it would. 

” Ginger syrup, of all things 1 *' The jewel 
collector, who would spend thousands upon a coveted 
stone, spoke of the cleaner’s bill with open irritation. 

" You don’t look at all well, Evie.” Kindly Susde 
Elverton looked at the pale, still girl with sorae 
anxiety. “ Y ou’re so white, and you look frightened. 
1 must send old Jones round to-morrow.” 

"To give her a bromide pill,” Violet laughed. 
“ It was that horse to-day, Auntie— he wore her 
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in a safe, and my terrier, Toby, is as good as 
electricity.” 

"Terriers may die of arsenic, of prussic acid; 
Chloroform would keep you quiet, Begbie ; and a 
man might risk the hangman for a few of your 
glittering toys. The Claxton burglar may be 
listening now, powdering poor Toby’s last piece of 
food, fingering the little bottle which will keep you 
still while the drill whines and bites into your steel 
safeguard. Oh, I’d be careful, Begbie, down here.” 

lie leant back, smiling. Begbie, taking a little 
more barley-water, eyed him sourly. Why should 
his peace of mind be disturbed m this fashion ? and 
where had he seen the man’s face before ? 

" You’ll tell us you are the burglar yourself next. 
Mr. Reeves,” he said stiffly. " You work up 
alarms so well." 

" I might, even that — even that," laughed Reeves. 
" Brr \ My dear Evelyn, are your hands fated 
to-night ? ” Begbie sprang up, scrubbing at his 
dress clothes, for Evelyn, helping herself to ginger, 
had let the spoon fall, and the oozy sweetness of the 
juice dropped where it would. 

" Ginger syrup, of all tilings ! ” The jewel 
collector, who would spend thousands upon a coveted 
stone, spoke of the cleaner's bill with open irritation. 

” You don't look at all well, Evie.” Kindly Susie 
Elverton looked at the pale, still girl with sortie 
anxiety. ** You’re so white, and you look frightened. 
I must send old Jones round to-morrow." 

"To give her a bromide pill,” Violet laughed. 
“ It was that horse to-day. Auntie— he wore her 
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in a safe. and my terrier, Toby, is as good as 
electricity.” 

“Terriers may die of arsenic, of prussic acid; 
chloroform would keep you quiet, Begbie; and a 
man might risk the hangman for a few of your 
glittering toys. The Claxton burglar may be 
listening now, powdering poor Toby’s last piece of 
food, fingering the little bottle which wall keep you 
still while the drill whines and bites into your steel 
safeguard. Oh, I’d be careful. Begbic, down here.” 

He leant back, smiling Begbie, taking a little 
more barley-water, eyed him sourly. Why should 
his peace of mind be disturbed in this fashion ? and 
where had he seen the man's face before ? 

“ You'll telt us you are the burglar yourself next, 
Mr. Reeves," he said stiffly. “ You work up 
alarms so well." 

“ I might, even that— even that,’’ laughed Reeves. 

“ Brr 1 My dear Evelyn, arc your hands fated 
to-night ? " Begbie sprang up, scrubbing at his 
dress dothes, for Evelyn, helping herself to ginger, 
had let the spoon fall, and the oozy sweetness of the 
juice dropped where it would. 

“ Ginger syrup, of all things I " The jewel 
collector, who would spend thousands upon a coveted 
stone, spoke of the cleaner’s bill with open irritation. 

*' You don’t look at all well, Evie.” Kindly Susie 
Elverton looked at the pale, still girl with some 
anxiety. " You're so white, and you look frightened. 
1 must send old Jones round to-morrow." 

“To give her a bromide pill," Violet laughed. 
" It was that horse to-day, Auntie — he wore hat 
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"The string which bound me — yes.” 

'* But if you want to sec the emerald*, Mr. Beg- 
bie,” went on Lady Elvcrton, " it's quite simple- 
Would you ring, Freddie? Twice, for my maid." 

“Oh, Mr. Reeves.” Violet came flitting along, 
her pretty face full of mischievous content. " I’VC 
some photographs in the boudoir ; I’d love to show 
them to you. Come along, before we start bridge.” 

Freddie’s second peal upon the bell partook of 
the nature of a comet solo, well sustained. He did 
not remove his finger as he stared jealously at 
Violet. 

Marvin, a discreet and somewhat comely maid, 
came quietly in. 

" You rang for me. ra’lady ? ” 

" Mr. Bcgbie wants to see the emeralds, Marvin. 
Here is the key.” 

” The key of the strong-room, Lady Elverton." 
said Reeves. ” What a responsibility." 

" Not of a strong-room— of my jewel-case. You 
couldn’t put a strong-room where I keep that.” 
said her ladyship. 

" And that is -” He paused at the door. 

A chair went over with a crash, janing against 
a card-table m its fall. 

” Good Lord. Evelyn I You do seem fated 
to-night,” said Begbie irritably. “ There was ab- 
solutely no reason for upsetting that chair.” 

" There may have been a fancied one." Reeves 
picked the chair up. " I think I see it. Oh I 
coming. Miss St. Maur — coming 1" 

" Wait a second, Vi.” Lady Elverton was fidget- 

.& 
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" I have never, to be precise, seen a beetle on a 
pin,” observed Begbie, looking mildly at Freddie. 

And that moment Freddie’s mind, which squirmed 
more actively than his body, made itself up. The 
photographs were " No. 2 Brownies,” but the 
boudoir was over cosy. His ring was upon Violet’s 
finger ; he was engaged to that wilful piece of human- 
ity, and a future husband has his rights. With an 
assumption, of dignity which he was far from feeling 
he strutted from the room. 

" Evelyn.” Begbie spread his coat-tails, tucked 
up his trouser legs, and sat down woodenly. " You 
know I particularly dislike the fashion in which 
they abbreviate your name here, Evelyn,” 

” Oh, yes.” She could not veil the irritation in 
her voice. 

"This is Monday. Grant and a detective will 
bring the box here tor you to look into Friday, 
since you do not care to go up to London. There 
are treasures there, Evelyn, which I have never 
shown. I thought if you had a piece of your 
wedding-gown here, a slip of the white brocade — — " 
” Satin," she said, in stifled tones. 

" Dear me l Precisely. I thought we had de- 
cided on brocade — lustrous, and such a background 1 
We must have something wonderful, Evelyn ” — he 
rubbed his thin, dry hands together. " What about 
an arrangement ol opals and pearls and diamonds 
to edge the bodice, then the black and coloured 
chain ... but we will see ... I hope the papers 
will write it all up. You will become the stones 
well, my dear" This faint lapse into gallantry 
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made her shiver. There was a price to be paid for 
it all— coined in blood, and stamped with vain 
regret. " They will be written of as ' Mrs. Beg- 
bie's wedding jewels.' " 

'* Mrs. Begbie's wedding jewels ? “ she repeater 
in a whisper. 

” The gift of her husband. I am a rich man, 
Evelyn. I doubt if royalty, except, of course, 
India's princes, will boast of finer possessions than 
yours. Quantity will not give them unique jewels 
such ns I’ve slaved to gather. And I have 
sold others which I did not want, at large profits, 
paying for some of these. It’s not altogether an 
extravagance.” 

The girl had fallen into thought, her head resting 
upon her hand. Her arm, white and shapely, 
showed its young, soft contours. Curved about 
above the elbow was a flexible jewelled snake, a 
barbaric thing flaming with uncut heavy stones — 
the tongue, red and flexible, lolled out against the 
creamy flesh. 

" That is a fine example of Indian work,” he said. 

' I bought it from a soldier’s widow — it was loot, 

10 doubt. Some people say these things are 
xtisoned. Oh, by the way, Evelyn, where did you 
ay you met Mr. Reeves ? ” 

" At a ball." Her eyes were fixed on vacancy. 
r Oh, no, he was — not there," she said, in a low, 

'eep voice. 

nil At a ball at which he was not. My dear Evelyn, 
a curious statement.” He looked at her sus- 
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" I beg your pardon, Harold, I was thinking.’* 
She recalled her attention with a nervous start. 
"We met, as I told you, years ago. It was not 
sufficiently important to impress itself upon me." 

Well acted, Evelyn ! It deceived the man who 
was studying her curiously. 

“ 01 course not— precisely. The man annoys 
me, Evelyn. He is a curious mixture — can I say ? 
— of discrepancies; there is nothing precise or 
definite about his statements. When I question 
him about the colonies, I cannot pin him down. 
Tumbateenbeis and Bangoolas are all too common 
to be picked out. His coming here seems to be in 
itself ctinous — this hermiting, to coin a word— a 
strange idea ” 

" Why ? *’ Her voice was steady, but one hand 
was pressed hard against her left side. " The 
hunting is fair ; the society is pleasant ; the house 
cheap. I— have forgotten a letter which must go 
early to-morrow, Harold ; I’ll go and wnte it." She 
went out slowly, a tall, stately figure, passing him 
with a rustic of silk, a faint whiff of perfumed lace 
at the door. 

" Most suitable,” he said, coming back to the 
fire, nibbing his hands together. They were so 
dry, they grated harshly ; so thin, the joints cracked. 
“ A regal woman who will suit me well," he went on. 

Lady El vert on, hall asleep in her comer, watched 
him with distaste. 

" I couldn't ! For the Roc’s egg — for the Koh- 
i-noor," she said to herself. "No, I could not 
many Harold Begbiel” 


8 
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" The emeralds, tn’lady.” Marvin came in with 
a flat box and opened it, standing waiting. 

It was a noble necklace of magnificent stones — 
a ripple of green fire — and the stone in the pendant 
a flawless example of the jealous-hucd gem. The 
depth of the sea close to the cliffs seemed caught 
in its pure and perfect hues. Harold Begbie bent 
over it with a little gasp of dismay 
" 1 have nothing which touches it ; cadi link is a 
fortune,” he said, almost <Iim onsolatcly. “ Nothing 1 
The value is enormous ” 

“An' keeps one awake o' nights." said .Marvin 
suddenly. “ Since .ill these robberies 1 cannot 
rest, sir; they’re worth a king’s ransom, them 
stones, and her ladyship won’t send them to the 
bank, to It safe." 

Tormented by her doubt*. Evelyn Gervawe hid 
written a few lines io .» shop. and came slowly Kick, 
her face white and miserable she saw Marvin, and 
the case in Begbtc * lunch, and looked round for 
Reeves; he was not there The temptation of 
the emerald* Mould not be laid before hirn 

” I-vrl^n ’ Rcgttie looked up ” These are niig- 
nificent Ue careful never to wear emeraldi when 
Lady Elicrtun is about and wears hers — tint t*. 
until 1 procure a similar stone, i! it is possible.' 

” I slull rementbrr,” she said absently 
Ilrem come quietly in through the open dnof, ; 
going to the table, on which there was a book of 
pfa'lographs Gathered about tlw jewels. fl‘» one* 
beard c*r noticed linn, and be stood to look * r, ‘l 
Uteri. 
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“ 1110 centre stone, my dear lady ’’—Begbie let 
the light tall on the beautiful stones— ' is worth a 
fortune." 

"A fortune," murmured Ernest Reeves softly, 
a hitter look on his face. 

“Not like my blue diamond, a thing marked; 
this could be stolen and sold. And you actually 
keep these in an ordinary jewel-case ? " said Begbie, 
in shocked tones. " It’s madness I " 

"It’s for safety's sake," said Susie Elvcrton, 
laughing. “The case is carefully bundled away 
in my wardrobe under the tads of my dresses. 
What burglar would think of looking there ? " 
Reeves, standing still, nodded his head and 
smiled. 

" I have never in my life, even in great collections, 
seen a stone to equal this,” S3id Begbie enviously, 
"For Heaven's sake send the necklace to the 
bank." 

" To the bank ? Of course ! ” Sir Henry, 
bustling in, caught the last word. " I’m always 
talking to Susie about it, Begbie." 

" But I like wearing them, Henry," said Susie 
Elverton piteously. " I have that mauve dress 
for them now, and two white ones. The bank 
manager wouldn’t get any pleasure out of the 
stones." 

A thunder-cloud in blue came Bouncing to the 
door— Violet, exceedingly annoyed by desertion. 

“Mr. Reeves, why did you not come back? 
Couldn't you find the book ? . . , You’ve got it 
i n your band.” 



73 


Lady , , 

'"’»&•• she ZS) " n 'y «= £“»“*»»». 

rm sorrv i# Iu ^ b riousIy ^ on a y cliesi 
M'erc ,. n . y ‘ Mua St u 

^T’" 

^ ri v^fc r - *5? 

l .'° J °° «S „'," 7% *»£.■• for - *>«■ *», 

*“ <** llcs^'y" cdm ' hnsin s 1 °°t 

^'c,£sP: -’as: 

’»•«*'« s *' s,1 »'“ou" llCrc ’ y ™ mmt not 

**?-< 2g^~ — <*, 

s more t/, an * ou v ery much r ? raised ii 

across '° tt ' b'iS? b ,'£ y Sm °°" J y. as 


CHAPTER V 

A HARROW ESCAPE 

B AD weather had descended upon Claxton. 

Storms of icy ram lashed the sodden earth, 
driven up by bitter south-east winds. Inky masses 
of clouds seemed to march in interminable ragged- 
edged array across a sullen under-sky of storm-tom 
grey. 

Hunting was a test of stolid endurance; of 
standing slavering behind the fictitious shelter of 
bare hedgerows ; diving down in hollows to gain 
a moment’s respite from the whip of the bitter 
wind; watching with scant hope — after the thrill 
of the find, the momentary hustling warmth of 
the start— hounds at fault on the sodden cold 
ground, where any stratght-necked fox could run 
them out of scent ; splashing through pools and 
sheets of grey water ; sliding off the slippery banks. 

The Thursday following Reeves’s dinner at Claston 
was the coldest day they had had ; the wind came 
moaning and howling, mourning for the burden of 
rain upon its back; squalls of rain lashed down 
almost incessantly. To leave the shelter of hedge and 
» 
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w . and jog out ng, tim'd the full chill of (lie blast 
it Iirnt hradi and a shiver such ns your timid 
*r gives when he slips into the cold sea. 
ndi grew numb and swollen, woollen gloves 
soon sodden, wet trickled in at elbows and 
And Reeves, with half-powerless fingers 
ng on the reins, was trying to ride Bcgbie's 
tcslnut, and had put Evelyn on his grey. They 
one home so early on the Tuesday that horses 
quite fit to come out again. 

:!yn liad not wanted to change, but, finding 
iddlc shifted at the meet, coukl think of no 
1 for refusing, so got up dully, and found it 
sible not to love the little Irish mare — the 
t mouth bending to the light word, the 
y action, the great heart in the grey, ap- 
t in her every movement. What if her hocks 
ired and a big bump stood on her off fetlock ? 
hundred guineas’ worth might be unblemished, 
iuld be no better to ride. 

chestnut was sullen to-day. The quiet, 
Ful hands on his bridle cowed him for a time ; 

5 he stood with drooping head and laid-back 
Jeeves could feel the devil in the horse only 
:red. There is something about a vicious 
which one cannot mistake — it may go 
•, carry one well ; yet the uneasiness, the under- 
flow the placid surface, is there, and one 
it. 

>ie, very blue and pinched, and rather re- 
at being dragged out, watched the horse 
bantly. 
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" I told you it was only because Miss Gervaise 
did not understand the animal. I thought she was 
a fine rider,” he said. “ I do not think. Reeves, 

I shall accept your offer of an exchange.” 

" Which perhaps, after to-day, I may not renew.” 
Reeves sat on one numb liand to warm it, and saw 
the watchful lean head go up and the restless eye 
turn on him. “ l think the horse is a confirmed 
runaway, Begbie, and some one could tell us his 
story.” 

” He is beliaving absolutely quietly,” said the 
chestnut's owner, in huffed tones — " on so cold a day 
too. Good weather for our burglar, this. Reeves ; 
yet he is resting, or has gone away. Harding of 
Scotland Yard comes down to-day." 

” Yes.” Reeves sat up, and the chestnut started 
and winced. The spurs had grazed him. “ He 
will not come to Claxtoo, I suppose ? ” 

” No, I should not say so. This is blank, and they 
are moving on. Lord I how bitter this wind is I " 
It howled along the stretch of road, crinkling 
the sullen pools ; whimpering among the bare 
thorns; bending and torturing branches of trees; 
flinging, even in dry intervals, showers of cold 
drops down upon justly aggrieved faces. 

A little coster-cart drawn by a wary pony came 
rattling by, the man looking up at the chilled 
riders who splashed by him. As he neared Reeves 
lie stared harder ; then, pulling up liis cart, bent 
down to one of Iris market-baskets as though the 
contents liad been disturbed. 

M Remarkably industrious little man that — set up 
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a garden Vrc a month ago/' said Sir Henrj 
joking off, hr» Muff face defying the cold. " Cam 
to see how to grow geraniums for safe yesterday, am 
brought ra a basket of mushrooms — his own grow 
Ing." 

Reeves turned to look at the cart and its bending 
driver. 

" Musltfnrans 1 Hr grew fh<vn quickly,’' he said 
thoughtfully. 

*' Some new French method Yes. Herr we 
are at flramstone Height!., and of ail places for such 
a day ! ’* 

Tlie covert was a snug patch o l wood, but stand- 
ing on the top of a long -dope which they had been 
gradually winding up Bejond the wood then? 
was a long stretch of barren, unfenced land, cut 
across by disused quames N«ne were marked by 
rotting posts and rails, others by nothing at all. 
For the stretch of upland was in dispute, and no 
man's land to look after. 11 a iox broke across 
the bare, poor hillside, it was usual for the field to 
take to one of the old cart-tracks, and not risk 
galloping hard across the dangerous open. It was 
a remote contingency , there were several coverts 
to the east, where they had come from, and none 
for five miles or more along the hill Vet some- 
times a fox broke that way, threading his way 
among the quarries, and making for a wood half- 
way down the hill. 

*' It would be down -wind along the hill to-day,” 
said Floyd, nodding at the bare ridge. " Just our 
luck if we went that way, slap away from home. 
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and among those quarry holes. I hate galloping 
on the cart-track.” 

'* Yoo-oo.” A long-drawn note in covert, con- 
firmed and echoed until cold wind and bitter rain 
were all forgotten. Hounds crashed through the 
thick undergrowth, hot on their fox. He lopped 
the fence at the windward side, met a lashing squall, 
and, dodging back, broke straight along the ridge 
of the hill, keeping in shelter. A mile or so away 
came the first of the old quarries, and then 1 for 
another two they were everywhere, marked and 
unmarked. 

Down-wind, once out on the bare cold land, scent 
was of the catchiest. Hounds hunted slowly, after 
one quick burst, when they were almost in view. 

The long unfenced slope, the constant checks, 
soon tired the chestnut’s resting temper. He raked 
at his powerful bits, until his neck was white with 
foam, and Reeves’s hand grew red and sore beneath 
his soaked gloves. 

Plunging in great bounds, he could feel the brute 
was only waiting his time, when one reach, more 
powerful than before, would get his head down, and 
with the bits between his teeth he could defy his rider . 

Reeves did not know of the quarries ; on the 
contrary, he thought with a grim smile that he 
might make the chestnut sorry before lie stopped 
him on that long reach of hill. He kept back in 
the crowd, knowing a bolter is often deterred by 
the sight of horses dose in front of him- 

Evelyn, on the grey, was riding well ahead to 
the right, keeping up the hill, ready for the time 
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itbrtl they would take tn the nafenm of the old, 
scarcely visible cart-lnrlc* It was comparatively 
warm there, with the wind'* whip shut away, and 
intermittent c-utter trig to stir chilled Wood. 

" We'll make m>l him; of it, I tear." Tfi c matter 
ryn\ hit p)«y park as they spread out on a piece 
of stony ground 

'*(»rt on three-, KevcJler f 'Ware — heel!" the 
u hip’s huh rtirled out at a retrospective hound 
who, at he could make nothing of it on, was 
hunting quietly back by hrnivlf. ** Get on there. 
Reveller 1 " 

The long lash singing out missed Reveller, and 
flicked the chestnut horse lightly on the quarter. 
It was his opportunity . . he plunged forward 
madly again and again, then finding the strain on 
his bits unrelaxed, the man on him unshaken, he 
reared straight up, higher and higher. Reeves 
dropped the reins then, slipping his feet from the 
stirrups lest the horse might crash back, and it 
was enough for the ivatch/ul, determined devil 
between his knees. The chestnut dropped to earth 
with a forward plunge, caught the bits tight in 
his teeth, and bolted, with rigid neck and flattened 
ears, tearing over the short-grassed, stony earth. 

Before a man could call out, the horse was through 
every one, and tearing on, Iiis eyes searching for 
some tangle of boughs of stretching branch 
against which he could brush off his rider. 

“ Oh l bolt, then, as you like it." Reeves 
dived for his lost stirrups, put his feet home, and 
held on to the useless reins. There was a stretch 
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of two miles in front of him ; the chestnut should 
want to stop, and not be able to before he was 
finished with him. He picked up his whip, and, 
after a futile effort of sawing and wrenching, hit 
the brute instead of trying to stop him, rather 
joining in the wild pace, and the certainty of tiring 
the runaway out. 

Evelyn, riding by herself— Floyd was some dis- 
tance higher up — heard the shouts, and saw a horse 
sweeping towards her at a racing pace. She knew 
it was Begbie’s chestnut, bolting this time in earnest. 
There was no wire to-day, nothing to jump. Why 
then was the whole hunt waving, screaming, point- 
ing, as one bemaddened man ? Some galloped in 
pursuit and pulled up again, others pointed and 
turned away, shading their eyes, as il they could 
not look. 

The quarries l Evelyn knew then — she remem- 
bered. 5 fan and horse were making straight for the 
first great pit, an unfenced, unmarked gulf, with a 
fall of sixty feet to the cruel hewn-away rocks below. 

The shouts came dimly to Reeves’s cars. He 
hoard them and smiled. When the chestnut stopped 
again, there would be no runaway left in him. He 
sat quiet, and let the great brute go. 

The quarries t Evelyn knew what the ridge in 
front meant. A few more hurried seconds, a few 
more of those great raking strides, and man and 
horse would pass over the edge to their death. 
Stricken men would pick up the mangled thing 
which so lately had been Ernest Reeves, and that 
would be the end — the endl 
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quarries t " he said. He was above ; he could 
cut off an angle. He dashed down over the stony 
rough ground, with little grey stones cropping from 
the surface. 

Evelyn, hitting the grey mare, started in pursuit. 
Too late l 

“ Stop l ’’ she shrieked. " The quarry I ” Her 
voice was tom away in the pace. 

Reeves shook his head again, waving at her to 
pull up, calling to her sternly, as he saw her strike 
the little grey. 

" Go back ! You can do no good. Go back I " 
he shouted. 

She could hear him : he could not hear her. She 
checked heT mare with a groan, and Freddie Floyd 
came crashing down, spurs rammed in, his thorough- 
.bted flying in astonishment. The men drew level, 
though some little distance apart, racing together 
now for the linking death. 

" A race, Floyd, eh ? " Reeves hit the mad- 
dened devil he bestrode, and laughed ; but at 
Floyd's next words his smile died. 

" Get off, man l ” Floyd roared to him. M A 
quarry — just in front 1 A quarry 1 Get off, or turn, 
if there’s time, for God’s sake l ’’ 

“ Where ? " cried Reeves. 

“ There — the nse 1 " 

They bore together at it with strides that stole 
away their span of safety. 

” Get off 1 " the little man yelled. " Oh, can’t 
you hear me? Get off!" 

•Reeves turned his head, Evelyn was coming 

. 6 
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only say, “Thank you, Floyd.’ It's a bald lan- 
guage, this English o! outs, when men use it." 

"Now, did you expect me to sit still and see you 
made omelettes of ? " said Freddie gruffly. 

" Or pancakes ; but it suffices. You would not 
stop ; and I was dazed. But for you I should be 
down there dead.” 

Very pale, with wide, half-dazed eyes, Evelyn 
came up. " I called, and I was too late,” she fal- 
tered ; for those thoughts of hers were maddening 
her now, whipping her to bitter repentance. 

" I thought yon were merely requesting me to 
pull up my horse,” said Reeves, with one of his 
flashes of silent laughter. 

" No other word would come, till you had passed," 
she muttered, with bent head, deadly ashamed. 

" And it might have been an excellent solution. 
T did not mean tliat, o! course — you called. Evie, 
don’t look like that.” he whispered, for her white 
face, was dyed a miserable scarlet, her eyes were 
piteous. 

“ Freddie, you are the best man on earth,” said 
Evelyn suddenly, 

*' Not at all,” said rreddie huffily ; and the hunt, 
foxes forgotten, came storming up. 

” A near shave, Reeves. We were half mad be- 
hind there seeing jam thunder to a certain death.” 
Even Sir Henry’s ruddy face was white. Freddie, 
overwhelmed by praise, stood Mushing and fidget- 
ing. 

” Aren’t you proud, Vi, of one of the bravest 
m<*n on earth ? ” Sir Henry said. 



8 4 Lady Elvcrlon’s Emeralds 

" On? of lb? hravrct m?n on earth I " Vi looked 
al 'mill. insignificant Freddie, and a qneer Jump 
rov m li?r throat “ Freddi? uhy did yon go so 
far 3 You quite forgot vourvl/.'' reprowl Violet, 
more for the «il:e of sp»,iLmg than because she 
mean! to !*> unsympathetic 
"Oh. Iwram?. di«n‘t-rh'T-knnw.'' be said ^hjiy, 
" the — Reeves— I had to make hmt hear" 

The girl shrugged her shoulders After all. he 
was only Freddie. an<{ no hero 
"It is Floyd’s way to forget himself," said 
Reeves gravely 

Degbie came pushing through the crowd, his thin 
fare anxious “ The chestnut ' " he said, looking 
aliout him vaguely, unable t<> !> l)> ve m the animal's 
complete disappearance 

Reeves pointed straight ahead, hut with an up- 
ward sweep of his hand u hu h seemed to indicate 
the chestnut having gone heavenwards; and Beg- 
bie looked vaguely at the lowering clouds, but 
walked on anxiously. 

“ Take care, it's a sheer fall.” said a voice Beg- 
bie dropped on bis knees, peering over Far down 
lay a huddled mass of horseflesh, the head extended, 
with bared teeth ; gouts of blood splashed about oq 
the grey stones. Begbie drew back with a little groan. 

" So showy an animal, too,” be said, adjusting 
his glasses. " I presume now that I shall have to 
pay for his removal ; or perhaps Captain Gates- 
head would send for it for the kennels. As the 
bright idea struck him; he spoke to the roaster, 
who had come to peer down too. 
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“ Awful brute. I believe even boiled he'd make 
the hounds run riot,” said Gateshead dnly. " Why 
on earth did you buy him, Begbie? You might 
have killed Miss Geivaise; very nearly killed 
Reeves here.” 

** It was a most unfortunate purchase, and a 
great loss to me," said Begbie, drawing back, his 
thin face set in peevish lines, no thought of his 
future wife’s danger troubling him. 

The after-taste of any great excitement is always 
flat and muddy Hounds went on dragging at a 
snail’s pace now, for a fresh storm of rain swept 
up; but none of the Claxton party felt inclined to 
go farther from home They were shaken by the 
occurrence, by the nearness of death to one of them, 
and they turned to nde back to the road and find 
Freddie’s motor to drive home in Evelyn was 
silent as they scrambled down the hill— the rush 
of those thundering hoofs, her own wild flash of 
thought, the sickening moment when she behoved 
there was no hope, and then the sudden disappear- 
ance of the galloping horse haunted her. She could 
hear his scream of terror ringing in her ears, and 
she had hardly known then whether Reeves was 
really safe upon the ground or over too. If the 
stirrup had caught, if Freddie had been a second 
later [ The girl was shaken to the depths of her 
being. Years of distrust and contempt seemed 
swept away, and she was back again at Culvert on 
village, with her heart throbbing for the same man. 
She thought of her nature ; the habits of the years 
reasserted themselves as the car sped humming 
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homewards. Her look at Reeves when he helped 
her down was full of coldness and suspicion, all its 
softness gone. If she could only get him to go 
away, to leave her and her friends in peace;" 
for she thought what she scarcely dared to put 
clearly even to herself of him. 

He smiled Ins whimsical, tired smile at her as 
they went up the wet steps 
“ It’s a pity yon think so much. Ene,” he said. 
" A pity that old habit ot intolerance dine* to 
you. Believing the worst sometime-* makes the 
worst, you know ” 

“And what else am I t<» believe * " she mur- 
mured. “If >ou would only go avvav “ 

" But I won t." he said light lv. " until my pur- 
pose is served, ‘ and so left fur more certain than 
before of his intention 

YVhen Reeves came down the boudoir was empty. 
Two people were moving about in the conservatory, 
and he did not know th «t it w Bateson come to 
glean inform item from th'- great Mr M'f lintock 
The table w is laid for t» i but it hid not come 
in. as the others hid in»t tmishe«| > lunging He li id 
dressed ifUicklv, .uni n#' <lo»n frr-.fi from a hot 
bath, with th« dhghtlu) 1. rhitg ot ;>l- j->int ex. 
iuitstion which follows i di> in the uj» n air A 
basket of mushroom* stood «.n the table 

•• Tlie w oud. i tut gu<bn. I he >.ml thought* 
Atng at tfem, tiny were drnd up and 

coming lb »iw him looking at them. 

*.er present, »ir," volunteered the butler. 
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"Mr M’Clintock is amazed at them mushrooms, 
grows ’em in a common frame, I hear, and Mr. 
M'ClintOCk never saw anything like it. Bateson 
is there now, getting hints about geraniums ’’—he 
pointed to the figures moving in the dimly lighted 
conservatory. 

" Yes,” Reeves nodded. 

He dropped into a chair, thinking deeply, won- 
dering at the strange ways of the jade Fate, who 
had driven him to Claxton, so small a comer of 
the earth ; and to oidam that he should meet 
Evelyn, the girl he liad once been engaged to, with 
the gulf of muddy years, which for him must mar 
his life to the end, between them. 

He sighed deeply. And to have been met by 
her with such cold dislike, such open suspicion. 
Had this woman, then, ceased absolutely to care ? 
The bitter ache at his heart told him that he had 
not, but lie could scarcely analyse the ieeling which 
caused that weary ache — whether it was ache or 
longing. For the present the warmth and comfort 
lulled him to a brief period ol rest. It was good 
not to stoop over frying-pans ; not to get out one's 
own bread and butter and tea, and sit alone to 
it, even with the joy of eating off Worcester and 
Crown Derby. Tins was peace and an English 
home. Tiie storm-clouds might he black beyond 
the oasis, yet a man could sit still on the green 
and dream; the wind and rain might never 
come. 

He looked again at the basket of mushrooms. 
Janies had just come in with a dish of hot scones. 
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himself (or lacking some quality which pleased his 
wayward love. 

It was true that, to his joy. Reeves came swiftly 
from the dark room, saying it made him faint, and 
sent him in to help— the result being the exit of 
Miss Violet in a pet. 

“ Funny place — the world," said Freddie drearily. 
“A bitter and canons place," said Reeves 
dreamily. He liked this little foolish man who 
had saved him from death 
" Mere topsy-turvy kind of thing, don't-chcr-know. 
One longs an' dreams for something, and then you 
. get it, and. Lord ! it’s all upsides down. And you 
begin to wonder if you're right in going on with it 
at all. But "—Freddie grew wistfully sliy—“ fellows 
say marriage changes people." 

" There is much proved evidence as to its doing 
so,” said Reeves drily. 

Fieddie sat straighter. The unclean savour of 
the divorce court came to his nostrils. 

“ I mean that havin' a house and a kid and so 
on, some girls aren’t so changeable,” he said hope- 
fully. “ It must make a difleience y'know. And 
then one could do everything for a giil, then." 

“There's such a thing as doing too much." 
Reeves looked down at the little man's excited face. 
‘‘ Floyd, once, long ago, I did too much for a 
girl and — it made me what I am.” 

" But that's all right, isn't it ? " said Freddie, 
startled. 

"Oh, long may you think so, old boy. I wish 
( t0 I could. There are some women grateful 
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" But Lord, you’ve lots of money, haven’t you ? ” 
ashed Floyd. 

"Of courser-heaps Cor my time, t was only 
joking. Some one coming in.’’ 

The curtains parted. Evelyn, very' pale, came 
slowly through them. The pearls and the blue 
diamond had gone to London ; she was jewelless, 
save Cor a few trifles, and even these had to go to 
Begbie’s care each night 
She came over listlessly, sitting close to the huge 
wood fire. 

"You look tired. Miss Gerviase. What have 
you been doing ? ” Reeves asked. 

" l have been choosing jewels," she said, in a 
low voice, her eyes on the crackling logs. 

” And it failed to make you happy ? " he asked 
almost sternly. 

" They were mock jewels— they tired me," she 
said, twisting her long white fingers. " I could 
not match the colours, try as I would— they dashed 
and jarred ” 

" But the real stones, each one a thing of value, 
would have contented you.” he said, with that 
flash of inward humour lighting his face. " False 
things are never quite the same, are they ? — false 
stones, false dreams, false — loves ? ” 

She sat up then, her lace setting in sudden scorn. 
” False ideals,” she flashed out, " which can 
never return.” 

“ Which can never return,” he replied, looking 
steadily at her. 

“You’re rather like a pair of pollies, you two. 
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soiry. Miss Gervaise," said Freddie. "And here 
is the — well, here’s Begbie.” 

Tall and lean and stiff the jewel collector came 
in. He looked put out, and his pink nose suggested 
indigestion. 

“ Evelyn, I left the turquoises and opals on the 
design book," he said querulously. " We really get 
no nearer choosing those jewels of yours, and the 
man will be here almost at once " 

"I could not see a combination which pleased 
me to-day,” she said absently. 

" Because you were determined not to be pleased. 

I tried the opals with everything, and you would 
not decide. Well, the string of coloured diamonds 
and black pearls will be easily arranged." He 
rubbed his thin, dry hand ; and Reeves, watching, 
saw the girl wince. 

"And Claxton burglaries have subsided," chat- 
tered Violet. "The Paynes were quite nervous 
about their dinner-party to-night. Now Ethel was 
here and says she is quite sure the man is gone for 
good. You know, she has some lovely things, 
rather barbarous, heavy arrangements which she 
never wears, and they are waiting for some money 
before they get them re-set— great lumps of rubies 
and sapphires and diamonds all humped up any- 
how, 1 asked her why she would not wear the 
things to-night to keep them safe, and she says she 
can’t. They would send them to the bank, but 
they are taking some of them to London on Friday. 
It reminds me, Freddie, you and 1 are dining 
there." 



tuppm ! saia rreaaie rapturously, utinung 
te drive in the motor. 

[ wish we weren't. I’m sleepy. Ethel told me 
’ve mushrooms for dinner ; they bought 
: from Bateson. She said he's here. Oh, Mr. 
■os, did you find out how he grew them so 
kly ? " 

f never saw him.” said Reeves. 

And you plunged after him into the rain,” 

I Violet. " He’s a queer little thing — I saw 
here to-day — with a slight limp and a twisted 
inger.” 

With what ? ” Reeves's idle manner was 
. He sat up staring at her. "A limp and 

Twisted finger. As if some one had screwed 
> when he was a baby Do you late hearing 
orrors ? Oh, dear, it’s nearly ttme to dress ” 
e yawned again, petnlint, babyish — always 
ing to focus attention on her pretty little self, 
immngly bored with the bull ve ye glare which 
die never took off her 
This min — Bateson— where does he live?” 

\t Camlienvcll — a mile from Birham," Hid 
>ie. " To precise, fust by the tnn there 
turn down and see the cottage.” 

•eves looted at the clock. ff« face vrr > - 
r and hu eyes feverishly bright. lie strolled 
y out of the room. 

i hour later, when Tredihe and Violet had 
ro<*il away in Ins motor, and J arm's thond'fd 
treat gon;; in the hall, Reeves w is Lite h*f 
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dinner. Sir Henry fidgeted uneasily. No one knew 
where Reeves was except that Dickson, the pantry 
boy, thought he had seen a figure in a waterproof go 
out under the dripping laurel-trees. It was nearly 
nine when Reeves, dripping and tired out. came 
hurrying in by a back entrance, lie whistled for 
Dickson, changed his mud-laden boots, and ran 
upstairs, to be down again in a very lew minutes. 

44 l‘m so sorry. Lady El vert on, the wet day made 
my head ache and I slipped out . but it’s one thing 
to start in this weather, another to get home. 1 
ran when l found it was so late." 

'* You went some way. then " Bcgbie's cold eyes 
fixed themselves upon him with a cunous stare. 
" Farther than I meant to ” 

44 Yes ; for you started early— about six.” 

“ Later than that,” said Reeves carelessly '* It 
was a mad freak of mine Wet days arc brain 
upsetting." 

But he ate without appetite, stopping again and 
again as if to listen, answering questions at random, 
with an absence o( lus ordinary courteous attention. 

“ And I have had the most annoying news, ” 
burst out Sir Henry. " Hanbury, who was to 
have ridden my horse on Friday at Gates Hill — 
the horse is a moral of the race — wires to say he 
is ill, and here I am at the last minute, not knowing 
where to turn." 

" I "—Reeves looked up — ” 1 used to ride. If 1 
have not forgotten how, I wonder if I could be of 
any use.” 

‘‘Hotspur’s a most peculiar brute. He pulls 



Kifjcn’f" viid rmMp* rapturomly, lAmkjag 

*(•' drive in Ui- motor. 

' I nbh we wrfrn’t. I'm sleepy. ntfirl told me 
•}•%*’ mtidirrmm* for dinner; they bought 
■ne fmm Ihlrvm. She said he’* here. Oh, Hr. 
eirt, did jr«{ find out hw he crew them so 
ikly ? " 

’’ I ntvrr MW him," «nj Ren?*. 

"j-tml jnrt plunged after him into the rain/' 
f ’l Viol-t. " He's a queer little thing— I saw 
<l liere tn-<Iay— with a slight limp and a twisted 
.’tfingrr." 

" With wfut ? " Reeves's idle manner was 
n*\ He sat up staring at her. "A limp and 

’’ Twisted finger. As if some one had screwed 
up w hen lie was a Iwby Do you hate hearing 
honors ? Oh. dear. it’s nearly time to dress." 
She yawned again, petulant, babyish— always 
riving to foots attention on tier pretty little self, 
t seemingly bored with the bull’s-eye glare which 
cddic never took off her. 

“ Tliis man— Bateson— where does he live?" 

“At Camberwell— a mile from Barham.” said 
■gbie. 11 To he precise, just by the inn there. 
iu turn down and see the cottage.” 

Reeves looked at the clock. His face was very 
die and his eyes feverishly bright. He strolled 
iwly out of the room. 

An hour later, when Freddie and Violet had 
immed away in his motor, and James thundered 
e great gong in the hall, Reeves was late for 
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dinner. Sir Henry fidgeted uneasily. No one knew 
where Reeves was except that Dickson, the pantry 
boy, thought he had seen a figure in a waterproof go 
out under the dripping laurel-trees. It was nearly 
nine when Reeves, dripping and tired out, came 
hurrying in by a back entrance. He whistled lor 
Dickson, changed his mud-laden boots, and ran 
upstairs, to be down again in a very few minutes. 

" I’m so sorry. Lady Elverton, the wet day made 
my head ache and I slipped out , but it's one thing 
to start in this weather, another to get home. 1 
ran when I lound it was so late.” 

*’ You went some way, then.” Begbie’s cold eyes 
fixed themselves upon him with a curious stare. 
“ Farther than 1 meant to." 

" Yes ; for you started early — about six.” 

“ Later than that," said Reeves carelessly. “ It 
was a mad freak of mine. Wet days are brain 
upsetting.” 

But he ate without appetite, stopping again and 
again as if to listen, answering questions at random, 
with an absence of his ordinary courteous attention. 

“ And I have had the most annoying news, ” 
burst out Sir Henry. " Hanbury, who was to 
have ridden my horse on Friday at Gates Hill — 
the horse is a moral of the race — wires to say he 
is ill, and here I am at the last minute, not knowing 
where to turn.” 

“ I ” — Reeves looked up — " I used to ride. If I 
have not forgotten how, I wonder if I could be of 
* any use.” 

u Hotspur’s a most peculiar brute. He pulls 

7 
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!<* figure, with if* excited face and dancing eyes, 
Tlie burglar! Oh, it’s true! We were only , 
inning dinner when we began to talk of him, 

I Ethel said she was anxious — those bar banc 
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splendours of hers were oppressing her. And then— 
there was something good, I know, which I wanted 
to eat— one of the men ran in. He’d seen some one 
skirt across the lawn — the lights from the window 
fell on part of the shrubs — a stooping figure, going 
quickly and carrying something. Ethel just gave 
a start and flew upstairs, and we all flew to find 
her in hysterics. Her little temer dead, the sale 
open, half the things gone — only half — some one 
must have disturbed luin. Edgar Payne fled then 
for the police. Etlicl still wept ; the only decent 
thing seemed to be to come away, so we did it." 

" He came just as you started dinner * ” Evelyn 
Gervaise leant forward, her breath coming in gusts. 

" He must have Must have slipped upstairs, 
in fact, when it began, and Ethel's maid had tidied 
her room. Jack Payne says he must have been 
in the house, but the window was open, and he 
Went out that way. down by the ivy. Oh dear. 
I’m so hungry We w ere all hungry . but we couldn’t 
fat much mote dinner, with all the servants falling 
into each other. Jaik bursting out with, ' Oh, do 
please cat — damn tin- fellow ' ' every second. Old 
J-ady Grant got a vutlet on to her liair — upset there 
by a footman — it looked so funny * ” 

Bcgbic put on his glasses He had drunk the 
affair in slowly, as he did all things , now he 
drummed Ins lean fingers on the table and sat lost 
fit thought. 

" But couldn't you track the man— see his 
footsteps ? " asked Reeves. 

" Oh. they tried Hut, but he had get on to the 
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avenue and then there were bicycle- tracks for a 
time. One coalcj not follow any track, the motors 
soon rubbed out what there was. You know the 
night is black as ink, with constant squalls of 
rain.” 

" Sir. Reeves ought to know it. He was out in 
it." Begbie's dry voice broke in across the flood 
of chatter. 

" Yes.” Reeves smiled. " I grew stifled and 
went out into it. It is a bad night— a typical 
housebreaker's friend.” 

" Yes " — Begbie smoked a thin, black brand of 
cigar — " yes, a typical one." 

" There is one thing." Violet was happy — she was 
the centre of observation ; for when Freddie opened 
his mouth she drowned his attempts to speak in a 
fresh flood of chatter. " There is one thing." 

"The red mud,” said Freddie, breaking in at 
last. *' You’ve forgotten that." 

" I had not forgotten. One can’t tell everything 
at once. That’s all— I had not forgotten. Yes, that 
wasn’t the one thing, but it’s another. Jack 
Payne says they’re waring all along the lines to stop 
any man with red boots. Freddie, don’t look 
corrective.” 

“ Like a digestive pill," murmured Floyd 
patiently. " With red on his boots. You know 
the queer red soil at Monksbill, a kind of holding 
clay, it sticks to things for ages and ages. Well, 
they've explained that in the wires, and Jack thinks 
the man will very likely be arrested getting o/f some 
early train in London." 
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" It will stick to the tyres too,” said Floyd—" the 
bicycle tyres. One could see the mud on that.” 

*' Yes, one could tell by that.” Reeves stirred 
the fire absently. His thoughts seemed far away. 
** But the fellow’s boots, of course, would damn 
him.” He went to the window, pulling the heavy 
curtains apart. A howling night mouthed at the 
glass, strange coppery lights hurried across the 
sky, as a hidden moon told of her prisondom. 
Rattle and crash came the rain against the 
window ; the sob of tossing, tortured trees rose and 
fell outside. 

" Too hopeless,” said Reeves to himself. 

" How long would mud cling to boots 5 " Begbie 
looked up. " Wet, the red would stay, but in an 
hour or so surely its colour would fade ; the roads 
outside here have some faint shading of that red. 
You were out late. Reeves We'll see your boots, 
and how it clings to them." 

He went to the door, stiflly, as he did all things, 
and they could hear him speaking to James, who 
chanced to cross the hall then. 

With a little sob Evelyn Gervaise's head fell 
forward, she crumpled up and slid on to the floor 
inert and unconscious. 

" Begbie 1 Hi | here 1 Come quickly ! Miss 
Gervaise has fainted I ” 

The lean man ran back, a touch of genuine 
emotion on his thin face. He knelt by the girl’s 
side, calling for salts and brandy. 

“ There is some colour on her cheeks,” he said. 
"She’ll be all right. There, Miss St. Maur— the 
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A PALLID sky, weary and peevish from its 
excess o! temper, a little sobbing wind crowd- 
ing in comers, worn out by its riot of fury. Yester- 
day it had tom off branches, raged roaring against 
mighty trees, howled, a mighty thing, across the 
world. To-day it whimpered softly from the west, 
lilting now and again in tiny whirlwinds a few 
leaves less sodden than their fellows, peering with 
frightened eyes at the havoc it had worked— at 
fallen limbs of trees, at gaps in loose stone walls. 

A blotted halo in the foggy sky showed where the 
sun lurked, too weakly to win through. But the 
air was warm ; the penitent-child wind blew softly 
as Reeves drove to Holderness to meet the hounds. 

It was far away, a big wood skirting a range of 
hills, with the sea lapping gTeyly on the far side. 
The horses had gone on by train, and they were 
motoring, saving an earlier start and later return. 

The car hummed along the drying roads, purring 
with cat-like joy upon the level, taking the hills 
with a conqueror’s might, tame as a dove upon 
the brakes. 



"Running ns sweet," Marks, the chauffeur, said, 
" as honey-ami-treacle.'’ 

Reeve* ashed him questions now and then, He 
knew nothing of a motor's mechanism. But he 
asked them idly, scarcely listening for the answers 
—with small idea in hh mind of ever driving one of 
tire humming monsters himself. 

Marks, keen as every chauffeur is on his car, pointed 
out the brakes and dutch, showed the puzzling little 
levers, the various ways of oiling ; and once, as he 
lighted a dgarette, he gave Reeves the steering gear, 
unconscious of the man's inability as he took it. 

“ A mere touch does it," said Reeves, with a little 
gasp as they passed a cart. 

44 Less than that, sir — a thought. A touch means 
the hedge, so it does — the hedge an’ hnpset" 

Evelyn and Sir Henry sat at the back ; there 
were bags and luncheon-baskets, and Reeves had 
elected to sit in front. He did not want to talk. 
Melancholy held him m her chill talons, making 
his thoughts her own. 

A hunt or two, a few rushes through the keen 
winter air, and then — what ? He could see no lift 
in the black clouds which gathered in front. 
Iffolet’s high voice bad chattered to bin as be left. 

She drove, ill-pleased, with Floyd — a little bntter- 
Jy, striving so hard to perch upon the dosed petals 
if his attention. What if he took her at her word 
—flung the past away, and let this butterfly save 
lira ? What lifting of horrified hands, what 
lamouring voices of injured relatives, if his bands 
[osed about the fluttering, foolish wzngs, and he 
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said “ This is my wile." Trouble drives tners. The 
strange places. The bitterness in him was a'/nnd 
minded to do it, and see what would happen 
Floyd — his brow contracted — would he not be well 
rid ol this flirting baby who made his life a misery 
to him ? He would see. He leant back too tired 
to war against the rushing thoughts, and let fate’s 
tide carry htm. For the intolerance of the beautiful 
woman behind him, no thought of good should hold 
him back. Evil, his master, should be his guide 
and friend. 

Then the mood died ; and melancholy held sway 
again, wiping it out. Better after all his first plan 
and idea, a month’s amusement and then — oblivion. 

A colder air blew through a cleft in the hills. 
They were not far from the sea. The car swooped 
down a hill, flung itself smooth and mighty at a 
toilsome hill, and they were at the meet. 

A small one to-day. It was a chanccy hope of 
hunting; foxes seldom left that huge chain of woods, 
and if they did, there were only the mountains and 
the fenceless downs between them and the sea-coast. 

Reeves swung himself on to his bay — it was quite 
sound again now. Evelyn was occupying a small 
portion of one of 5ir Henry's weight carriers, a 
mountainous beast, which could not fall if it was 
never put out of its pace. Its affable plunge of joy 
dug two pits from the soft ground as it came down, 
and then it peered with mighty eye, almost sur- 
prised, into the cavities, as if inclined to cry “/Ware 
rabbit-hole l ” to the horses behind it. , There vw* 
something almost uncanny in the Atom’ : 



“What a place to get lost ini” said Reeves. 
The second fox took them oat upon the heaving 
downs. A maze of coarse-grassed hills, one like 
mother, crossed here and there by sheer deep gullies 
ind wandering streams, muddy torrents to-day, after 
yesterday’s rain. 

“ Our landmark," said Violet, pointing to the 
urret of the west lodge, grey against a patch of 
icotch fir. 

She had stuck close to Reeves, delighted romance 
hrilling her vain heart. What if he meant it, 
nd she electrified the world by a daring deed ? 
ITiat of Freddie ? Something hurt her, a blank' 
ess rose in front of her that she could not put 
way; but then, the excitement of a run away 
-"to sail away in a fairy boat." Her blue eyes 
ire, she rode with the quiet, sad-eyed man, and 
i her folly and his reckless bitterness they were 
»rer to a mad deed than they thought. 

But fate, on a huge lumbering horse, persistently 
igged them. Wherever they strayed— into nooks 
nong the woods, in hollows on the downs, Evelyn 
:rvaise came with them— silent, aloof, that look 
scorn on her cold face, but always near enough 
prevent Violet talking as she meant to ; to keep 
•eves from reckless speech. 

As their second fox broke from the woods and 
1 along the downs, she was with them still, 
png the aggrieved Atom until he panted with 

** y ■ . „ . . 

' One could get lost here all the time, 
eves. " Once over a couple of those billows ol 
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grass, and the west lodge would be seen no more, 
and then one might wander in a circle, or find one- 
sell away upon the edge of a still, grey sea." 

•' With the fairy-boat ready." flashed Violet 
merrily. 

“ Ay, or a convict-lmik,” he answered moodily. 

'* Who knows 1 A ghost-ship from the past." He 
pulled out lus natch, and shook his head. Let 
hounds run where they would He would not be 
at the west lodge towards three o'clock. 

" They're coming this way. There he goes. 
Look ! ” A big dog-fox came loping, unhurried, 
over a hill, looked back, and stretched away easily 
across the downs, disdaining the shelter bclund him. 
He knew of a sanctuary' farther on. if he did not 
care to go back 

With a hurst of music the Claxton hounds, chosen 
more tor strength than speed, swung and came over 
the hill— a cluster ot keen, blood-thtrsty faces 03 
they topped the nsc, a wave of pied, straining 
bodies as they dashed by. 

The Atom gave another bound, and stamped an 
ant-heap flat. He reached at his bits, mad to 
lumber on. 

A stream, steep-banked and full of muddy, swift 
water, lay between them and the pack. To cross 
it they must go back, and it seemed to bend to 
the nght. 

“ We’ll find a crossing soon," said Reeves, gal- 
loping on, up one billow of grass and down another, 
while the field swept away right-handed towards 
a clump of trees on a hill. 
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r to drive.” 

Wthout any idea of what he was doing he slipped 
:he clutch. The big car swooped like a hungry 
)g at the road, Evelyn landed beside him, and 
let, screaming, took a header into the luncheon 
ket Grasping the steering wheel, he turned it, 
[ the car, on one wheel, purred, not along the road 
Paxton, but straight for a track on the billowing 
ms. 

1 Stop her ! Turn her ! " shrieked Violet. " This 
tot the way home '* 

Jut he was reckless now ; as the car had started 
1 saved him, he would use her. 

They tore on at bewildering speed, and staring 
the levers, he knew he could not moderate 

’ If you . . . don't . . . understand . . . Brake,’* 
ae Violet’s voice, torn from her by the wind, 
'our . . . feet, . . .” she shrieked. M We’ll be 
ed I . . . Change . . . the . . . gear." 
teeves used his feet vaguely ; but checked at 
» speed, the big car lurched and shuddered, and 
raised his feet again and shook his head. /Ml 
: directions were Greek to him, and Evelyn knew 
little. 

i rocking blur, the car tore on ; up little hills, 
.vn slopes, with the sickening swiftness of a lift, 
erring, ill guided, round bends. Blinded, sore 
m the rush of the wind, they sat wondering what 
uld happen. 

Evelyn sat very still. 
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come litre among iw, risking so much ? Coming 
here Jo . . 

" Hu*h I " lie checked her, and the car flew towards 
the steep of the rv«c. " Not that word, Evie. 
Though if they knew who 1 wai, there would be 
scant mercy lor me heTC if I were recognised. There 
would I* oilier people to suspect me then, as you 
suspect me. Evelyn." 

"Oh, I wish to God I did not!" she burst 
out. 

"And— hmv I wish it too," he sard. "But 
for the wish you’ve uttered we must try to save 
otir lives. Without doubt there wail be a hill as 
steep as this one to go down, and the road will lead 
straight into the sea. Can you tell me how to check 
the thing, or shall I run off the track and trust to 
providence P " 

Tliere were jutting crags at one side, a deep 
ditch at the other. Evelyn shuddered and shook 
her head ; then she looked back. Far away on the 
ribbon of road she saw another car coming as fast 
as they had. 

" They are following us ! ’’ she cried. " They arc 
following . , . you." 

He bit his lip hard. 

" They will catch us in the sea, then, if I cannot 
turn," he muttered between set teeth. " Oh. if I 
knew what these things meant 1 *’ He put his feet 
on the brakes ; he could have stopped them on the 
steep and would not, knowing what was behind 
him. It was no longer a run-away, bat a race for 
liberty. 
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in tV.f jxLWe tidg<i iwA ten yards frm a learns;, 
strtl-fjrry w-\ The foot brakes a.'|e»! now. nr llieif 
pare might e\m have ran ml them into it. 

(n«ti rjmc the waves. the hark rush sweeping 
a l»ovt of pehMes ha«k with a gtmdmg mar. froth 
and drill lav thuk a<rm« the s-ergo 
Hit a In* sr*nnd* thrv mi staring at it. the rrjicf 
of the rvajv stunning them Then Violet . who 
had flung oil Iwr hal>il-*kut and let it fall under 
hr* tong «*»at jumjw'd nut and tan round, swift, 
pointed i -ensure on her pretty face 
" l thought at hr*t vi>u were driving at that 
pare on ptir|*or she < nnl When 1 Uw yott 
knew nothing I nearly died nf fright. Von were 
drmng u\ straight t.» the. sej Oh you were mad 
—mad 1 

'* But «tiv ' Ml we w.mt it the 
said Reeves whunsi, .ill\ His voice was very 
tired IV.it h is nut a prrtK thing as it starrt you 
in the face— st had called to him fiom the foam* 
capped ndgvs .iiwl the death of all he cared for 
came on t«ehmd «nh the remorseless throb of the 
descending rar 

" If 1 could go on — lease you two to Mr. I’ayne," 
he said swiftly 

“ hurt 1 " said Hvelvn ” We must come loo. 
Tlie other car only holds two ” 

" Vb, start— they're coming." Evelyn said im* 
prriously 

But he stood still ; knowing so little, lie dared not 
risk them again. 

"If you two would stay," he said, pleading. 


Then the following motor, brilliant-eyed, paired 
down out of the dusk. He stood quietly now that 
the end had come, that Fitson's keen memory 
must bring suspicion and worse— discovery — upon 
him. His little flight had been a short one, after 
all. 

"Oh, we've got you — got 5*00 f” Freddie's 
voice rang shrill in trembling joy. Freddie tumbled 
out of Sir Henry’s car, and embraced Violet before 
them all. 

Reeves looked, and, reeling, caught at the car’s 
bonnet. 

" Payne said he saw your flight off the wrung 
way, the car out of control. I came just as juu 
started. Lord ! how we drove her, Maries I ” 

"We did that, sir,” said Marks heavily, wiping 
his face. 

*' When we saw you wobbling about the road— 
and, good Heaven! when you topped that hill 
and we knew what was beyond.” 

"We came down looking for death ourselves." 
said Marks glumly, wiping his face. “Captain 
Floyd knows no fear." 

"Freddie, please let me go." said Violet, with 
dignity. “ And, pick up my habit-skirt." 

*' Now, what on earth did you shed that for ? 
Freddie asked. 

*' 1 was getting ready to swim, of course, 1 ' she 
said, with dignity. 

*' Oh, Vi, don’t-cher-know,” he said rapturously, 
and all her admiration of his reckless pursuit was 
drowned by his pet expression. 
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'* Plungin' down that ’ill,” said Marks, “ with 
the sides slipping past like a river in flood — and 
not know from Adam how we was to turn. But 
then we saw you pulled up, and the Captain all 
but upsets her from pure joy. It was a near thing, 
Mr. Reeves.” 

” It was, indeed,” he said quietly — " far too 
near. The beach shelves quickly here beyond the 
ridge; we should have been nose under in a 
second.” v 

The steel-grey waves, storm-dnven, broke with 
a snarling plash White-crested, they rushed up 
the pebble ndge, fretting for the spoil they had 
lost — steel and machinery and human life power- 
less in their grasp. The sea is a cruel monster, 
tempting men to its silvery calm that it may destroy 
them in its wrath. It was vexed now. 

They sped along the smooth road, on round 
Holdemess Ridge, and fast home to Claxton. 
Reeves sat quietly by Marks, but every touched 
thing, every movement, was noted carefully now. 
Tired as he was. he questioned and remembered. 

As they turned in through the wide gates, and 
saw the lighted windows at Claxton, he drew a deep 
breath. The world was still his for a day or two. 
With the ball at his feet, would he be a fool if he 
did not kick a goal? 

Violet hung back in the hall. 

" He sits up, Marvin says, by the fire in the octagon 
landing. I'll slip up there to-night and talk to 
him,” she whispered to herself. 



Then the following motor, brilliant-eyed, pjrre. 
down out of the dusk He stood quietly now tlu 
the end hid come, that Fifson's keen mentor 
must bring suspicion and worse— discovwj'-cpo: 
him. fits little flight had been a short one after 
all. 

“Oh, we’ve got you— got youJ” Freddie's 
Voice rang shrill in trembling joy. Freddie tumbled 
out of Sir Henry's car, and embraced Violet before 
them all. 

Reeves looked, and, reeling, caught at the car’s 
bonnet. 

“ Payne said he saw your flight off the wrong 
way, the car oat of control. I came just as you 
started. Lord 1 how we drove her, Marla f" 

" We did that, sir,” said Marks heavily, wiping 


his face. 

*' When we saw you wobbling about the road— 
and, good Heaven t when you topped that hill 
and we knew what was beyond." 

" We came down looking for death ourselves. '* 
said Marks glumly, wiping ha face. "Captain 


Floyd knows no fear." 

“Freddie, please let me go, 
dignity. “ And, pick up my 
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golden ballast. She wanted money to dip her 
pretty hands into, not the mere comfort Freddie 
could give her. 

And Freddie — the blankness, strive as she would, 
came again. It was difficult to imagine her world 
without Freddie to laugh at — Freddie so foolish, 
and so very loving 

Reeves, a book m his band, came slowly up the 
wide stairway. His {ace was white, and his eyes 
looked over bright. 

“ I — I left that girl downstairs," he muttered 
to himself.” 

Violet turned demurely. 

'* I left you reading,’’ he said. 

" And you find me here. Magic ' ” she answered 
merrily. 

“ Old Magic,” he said, with grim softness. ” Old 
Magic. Little Butterfly, that doesn't matter." 

She sat on a low, broad table, swinging her small 
feet in their pinching shoes 

“ Sit here and talk to me for a few minutes before 
you go to bed," she said ” Just of fairy-boats — or 
what you like ” 

He stood looking at her, a curious smile on his well- 
cut mouth, then came across. 

“ You know you interest me, Man of Mysteries,” 
she pattered, “ and we never get a moment down 
there. I’ve never met a man who lived alone in 
a huge house, and was only scrubbed — I mean 
helped by a scrubber. Oh t " — she held up her 
bright face — " ask me to tea some day, and make 
it yourself." 
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golden ballast She wanted money to dip her 
pretty hands into, not the mere comfort Freddie 
could give her. 

And Freddie — the blankness, strive as she would, 
came again. It was difficult to imagine her world 
without Freddie to laugh at — Freddie so foolish, 
and so veiy loving 

Reeves, a book in Iris hand, came slowly up the 
wide stairway. His face was white, and his eyes 
looked over bright. 

" I — I left that girl downstairs," he muttered 
to himself." 

Violet turned demurely. 

" I left you reading," he said. 

" And you find me here Magic 1 ” she answered 
merrily. 

" Old Magic,” he said, with grim softness. " Old 
Magic. Little Butterfly, that doesn't matter." 

She sat on a low, broad table, swinging her small 
feet in their pinching shoes. 

'* Sit here and talk to me for a few minutes before 
you go to bed,” she said " Just of fairy-boats— or 
what you like." 

He stood looking at her, a curious smile on his well- 
cut mouth, then came across. 

“ You know you interest me, Man of Mysteries,” 
she pattered, “ and we never get a moment down 
there. I've never met a man who lived alone in 
a huge house, and was only scrubbed — I mean 
helped by a scrubber. Oh ! "—she held up her 
bright face — ■** ask me to tc3 some day, and make 
it yourself." 
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golden ballast. She wanted money to dip her 
pretty Lands into, not the mere comfort Freddie 
could give her. 

And Freddie— the blankness, strive as she would, 
came again. It was difficult to imagine her world 
without Freddie to laugh at — Freddie so foolish, 
and so very loving. 

Reeves, a book in his hand, came slowly up the 
unde stairway. His face was white, and his eyes 
looked over bright. 

*' I— I left that girl downstairs,” he muttered 
to himself." 

Violet turned demurely. 

“ I left you reading," he said. 

" And you find me here. Magic ' " she answered 
merrily. 

" Old Magic," he said, with grim softness. “ Old 
Magic. Little Butterfly, that doesn't matter." 

She sat on a low, broad table, swinging her small 
feet in their pinching shoes 

" Sit here and talk to me for a few minutes before 
you go to bed," she said " Just of fairy-boats — or 
what you like." 

He stood looking at her, a curious smile on his well- 
cut mouth, then came across. 

“ You know you interest me, Man of Mysteries,” 
she pattered, " and we never get a moment down 
there. I’ve never met a man who lived alone in 
a huge house, and was only scrubbed — I mean 
helped by a scrubber. Oh l “ — she held up hex 
bright face — “ ask me to tea some day, and make 
it yourself." 
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u There were heaps of people," he said drearily. 
“The loneliness was that of companionship." 

"The loneliness of companionship l ” she re- 
peated, amazed. 

" Ay, life was a long lesson in my — colony. Miss 
St. Haur. We learnt many things. Of the worth 
of human charity ; of the strange faces it nestles 
behind. Of the cleverness of rats — human rats." 
" Good gracious 1 M said Violet, shivering. 

" Creatures which burrow in noisome places, and 
live by plunder, and are hunted and trapped, or 
worried to death." 

“ O-oh I “ the girl shuddered. " And I quite 
thought Australia was respectable ” 

“ I believe it is, too.” He came out of his reverie. 
“ 1 should not talk to you of these things." 

" I like it ” She came closer. “ They send a 
little shiver down my back.” 

" Happy shiver 1 ” he said fatuously, and smiled 
bitterly. Surely, when flirtation was the order of 
the night, that was a correct answer. It seemed to 
have been, for she was staring at him with expectant 
eyes, and her fingers were near his own. 

" But, of course you made and had such heaps 
of money there ? ” she questioned softly. 

He did not laugh — she should have a true answer. 
" I can assure you I never knew what it was to 
want it," he said emphatically. 

" Oh, how nice 1 “ She came nearer : her arm 
was against his, the scent from the lace on her 
bodice came to him. She was soft and feminine, 
and eminently desirable, and yet with a shrewd 
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The man’s better nature flung the momentary 
temptation off. He might hurt the flutterer, make 

her his enemy. Yet 

" Miss St. Matir," he said. 

" Yes.” She came back, standing with bent 
head. Something about the man fascinated her 
—made her reckless. 

? And as they stood. Floyd came quietly up the 
stairway and stood, scarcely aware that he was 
listening, as the flood of bitterness swept over his 
loving soul. Violet coming to meet this man 
here in the dim comdor. with the stage set for 
low. His nails driving into his hands, he stood 
rooted, his one idea not to let them know, yet 
waiting so that, if either turned, they must see 
him. 

“ Miss St. Maur." 

•' It is a pretty name.” she said saucily, her white 
round chin raised. 

“Miss — Violet." His breath come hard, and 
Freddie's breath came faster " Listen to me. 
I’m mere flesh and blood. Will you take a man's 
advice ? '* 

“ If it's nice ? " Violet St Maur was enjoying 
herself thoroughly. 

" Then "—he moved back, facing her — ” then 
here it is. you little piece of thistledown, jet 1 believe 
po vorse. I've been too long away from yowr 
flirt prettily. My food's tough steak, not 
’ ts and menngue. If I had kt myself 
at your word to-night we should both 
so try." 
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She stared at him, halt frightened now. * 

" Here’s the advice.” His voice rang hoarsely, 
and Freddie swayed forward. *' There’s a man 
downstairs who loves you better than you deserve. 
Oh, you meant no harm, but you set the scene 
for drama all the time. Love, you thoughtless 
little butterfly, is not so easy to find, though he has 
a hundred imitations — false com such as you butter* 
flies issue. Tempt what belongs to you.” 

” Oh, you are kind 1 How dare you 1 '* she 
flashed out furiously, scarcely believing her own 
ears, as this hail of truths rattled about them. 

" Kinder perhaps than you think. That mart of 
yours is a npper — a bigger hero than you can 
imagine, even though his manner is against hurt*" 
Freddie repeated the word. " manner ” irt a 
voiceless whisper, tugging at his little moustache, 
bis face wet and white 

'* And he has another fault — he adores you too 
openly ; puts you on a pedestal and worships you, 
when a little plain speaking would make you see 
his worth. The advice comes to an end. Stick 
to Freddie. Don’t try him too highly, or dream 
of eloping in fairy-boats with unknown qualities, 
for he — for all his silly ways — will love you when 
youth’s pretty painting lades, and men call you old.’’ 
Freddie stood straighten 
" Right there,” he whispered. “ Right, my little 
Vi.” 

“ And don’t look so angry, child. This is the crux 
of the advice. Don’t play with fire as you did 
to-night. Some day it may catch and scorch you. 
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Otherwise — you see how my advice fits in. Even 
Freddies may be tried too highly, and you are really 
afraid of doing it." 

" Hallo 1 *’ Freddie came in. " What are you 
two conspiring about ? I've come for a book on 
bridge, and Bcgbie’s on my tail. I took a long 
time. don’t-cher*know.” 

" Floyd, we are all waiting ” Mr. Begbie was 
querulous and untable. " We are sitting with 
our hands face down upon the table Why have 
you taken so long ? ’’ 

The dimness hid Floyd’s stricken little lace. He 
muttered something vaguely. “ I'll get the book 
now," he cried, trying to keep Begbie on the stairs ; 
but the lean man moved on, until the two by the 
fire, standing well apart now — Violet flushed and 
ill at ease — were plainly visible. 

" Reeves 1 " Begbie drew his thin lips in. “ I 
thought you had got a headache, and— Miss St. 
Maur.” His looks spoke volumes, as he eyed the 
pair. 

“ Yes — but I met Miss St. Maur.” 

’* Quite accidentally," put in Violet. 

“ Oh, of course. Precisely." Cold disbelief in 
a cold voice ” Precisely. Now I feel sure that my 
opinion as to that penalty is a correct one. And 
I still cannot imagine, Floyd, what delayed you 
for twenty minutes.” 

Freddie, looking like a whipped schoolboy, said 
unhappily that he could not find the stairs, tripped 
over that, and, his eyes on Violet, stammered it 
was “ a long book up to walk,” and then, covered 
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down. Once tie turned his head, looked hard at 
Reeves, and tlwn went on again. 

*' Bartering so many jewels for a human peg to 
lung them on.” muttered Reeves. " Evelyn will 
then flash and glitter— rrpay jam." 

Little Freddie Lloyd left the window, coming neat 
to his irate low. 

•* Vi." He looked at Ur humhly. craving for a 
word of explanation whirh lie would believe im- 
plicitly, yet less humble and dog-tike than hrs wont. 
*’ Vi. I thought jihi had pw to tied-'' 

" So did I — but 1 didn’t , ’ said Violet sulkily. 

“ That's just it— but," lie r« prated, " you did it.” 
Ernest Reeves's fare lit with its swift smile. He 
was Utter away If I-'rcddie knew, he would not 
blame him. 

“ Good night ! " be said 

“Good night, old ilia|i'" With no idea of 
Freddie's eavesdropping. Reeves was astonished at 
the sudden friendly clasp, the ring in the little 
man's voice. " Good night. Miss St. Maur I ” 
Violet nodded curtly 

Tlicre was a fire in Reeves's room ; he moved to 
»t, his face set sadly " A htlle piece of feather- 
brained humanity he said to himself. " Without 
ballast, with nothing but a lose of cheap excitement, 
and necessary to that good fellow's happiness. 
Lord. How strange these mortals be," he said, 
dropping into bis easy chair. " How strange — these 
— mortals be." 

Outside, in the corridor, Violet knew she must 
answer for the ring she was bound by. 
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down. Once lie tamed his head, looked hard nt 
Reeves, and llien went on again. 

''Bartering no many jewel* for a tinman peg to 
hang them on." muttered Reeved " Evelyn will 
then flash and glitter— trpiy you." 

Little Freddie Tloyd left the w indmi*. coming near 
to his irate low. 

" W* He looked at her humbly. craving for a 
wont of explanation whuh he would believe im- 
plicitly. yet less liumlile and dog-hhc than his wont. 
" >*1. I thought you Iwd C»ne lo lied." 

" So did 1— hut 1 didn't, *»ud Violet sulkily. 

" That's just it— but." he repeated, " juu did it." 
Ernest Reeves's hue h» with its swift smile. Ho 
was lictter away 11 Freddie knew, he would not 
blame him 

*’ Good mght ! " he said 

"Good night, old thaji 1 " With no idea of 
Freddie s cavrsdropjMng. Reeves was astonished at 
the sudden friendly clasp, the ring in the little 
man’s voice. " Good night. Miss St Maur I " 
Violet nodded curtly 

There was a fire in Reeves's room ; he moved to 
it, his lace set sadly " A little piece of feather- 
brained humanity,’' he said to himself. " Without 
ballast, w ith nothmg but a love of cheap excitement, 
and necessary to that good fellow’s liappiness. 
Lord. How strange these mortals be,*' lie said, 
dropping into his easy chair. " How strange — these 
— mortals be." 

Outside, in the corridor, Violet knew she must 
answer for the ring she was bound by. 


CHAPTER IX 


THE THEFT 

" 71, I say, don’t-cher-know ” 

V “ Freddie 1 ” There was scant penitence 
in Violet's tones. Conscious of being in the wrong, 
she meant to pass it off with her usual high hand. 
"That's a most idiotic expression." 

“ Yes, my manner is against me, Vi. and its 
dull expression ; but look here. Vi "—he touched 
the ring on her band softly—" you said you'd take 
me, didn't you ? '' 

Explanation was upon her. 

" I was so bored here," she yawned, and spoke 
crossly. 

" And that was where I came in," he said, without 
resentment. " I know I’m only a dull little fellow, 
Vi, not worthy to tie your laces ; but, if you many 
me. I'll be your husband, and, dull as I am, expect 
you to care a little for me I couldn't bear too 
much. Then, there have been others, and I*VP 
stuck on——” 

“ Oh, blindly, limpet-bkc 1 ** she flashed out, 
trying in her usual way to say something smart, and, 
pleased with the words, watched for tbeir effect. 
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The Theft 

"Put it in that way. Until you made me the 
happiest fellow on earth. Vi, I did. What is this 
man Reeves, this mere stranger, to you? And 
am I nothing ? Why show him so plainly that he 
interests you ? Why meet him here, so late ? 
l*m not angry, dear, 1 love you too much lor that ; 

but, after all, you’re engaged to me ” 

" Engaged 1 ’’ She would not stand a lecture — her 
furious fingers tore at the diamond ring. *’ Engaged 
— not married, as yet, Captain Floyd. Remember 
that.” 

He drew back, his face very white. 

“ I suppose I’ve muddled it,” he said wretchedly. 

*' Not married No. Do you think I’m going 
to stand bullying, distrust, from you t ” she burst 
out. *’ There I take your ring and— good night 1 ” 
She flung her defiance at him dramatically. 

She turned her back, her pretty face afire. And 
Freddie, humble, loving Freddie, did not rush 
forward with a wail of forgiveness, did not pray 
her to take back her words — that he would never 
suspect, never distrust her again. But, as she 
peered over her white shoulder, she saw him standing, 
with a new dignity on his sad face — standing quiet 
and silent. 

” Take your nng ' ’’ She held it out to him. 

“ And this is irrevocable, Vi ? ” He spoke in a 
low voice, believing it. 

“ Of course. Good night I ” 

“ Oh, yes. Good night ! ” He took the flashing 
ring, smiling, as pitifully he thought of his joy in its 
choice — how he had spent an hour at the jeweller’s. 
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A favourite race marc had provided its price. 
" Quite irrevocable ? I'm too dull, too stupid, I 
suppose. Too foolish. But not quite foolish 
enough, Violet, to see the girl who's going to marry 
me compromise herself ; set tongues such as Begbie's 
wagging. I saw him smile as he went away, and 
look at me. I may be a little fool. Heaven knows 
I trust you, and would have trusted you utterly; 
but I expect you to justify the trust.” Hopeless of 
pleasing her, he spoke his mind at last. A new 
Freddie, stung to a new manhood. 

’'Have you finished ? For I’m going,” she 
burst out, standing quite still, almost unable to 
understand that Freddie was not dinging about 
her praying for forgiveness. This man was some- 
thing strange. 

" Yes. It’s quite final, I suppose. I'd— planned 
a fot of things for you, Vi. Well, so be it," his 
voice trailed away. 

Planned a lot of things for her. A blankness 
such as she had never dreamt of settled upon the 
girl — a grey fog of doubt and wonder. For the 
first time she did not twist her lover as she chose. 
There were debts in front, a possible prisondom 
at her old aunt’s home, with only the cold moors to 
spread her butterfly wings on. Yet she could not 
believe that Freddie would not come forward, and, 
in his repentance, leave her victor, as she always 
had been. 

"So be it." He walked to the landing window, 
shot the bolts, and something tinkled on the slates 
outside. 


The Theft Hi 

" My ring I ” she cried aghast. “ Oh, what fools 
men are 1 ” 

*'Yes, it’s no value now, don't-cher-know.’* A 
white, stricken Freddie, suffering quietly, spoke to 
her. 

“ No one else shall ever wear it,” he cried. " And 
so, good night, Violet I ** 

As he re-fastened the window, Begbie’s voice came 
to him ; the jewel collector walked slowly up the 
stairs. 

“ Floyd — really 1 I won that game, and it’s Sir 
Henry’s deal. Aie yon ever coming ? ” 

" I’m sorry, Begbie. I was saying good night to 
Miss St. M&ur. Yes, I feel like playing bridge. 
I’m coming down. I’ll follow you.” 

Violet flounced to the stairs— her room was 
higher up — she turned. This little man was quite 
unlike Freddie. Could he resist her as she stood 
there in all her pretty bravery ? He was going 
slowly towards the stairway. Tears smarted under 
her eyelids, tides of petulant temper. 

" Good night ! ” Freddie said heavily, not looking 
up. 

” Oh — good night. Cross Patch ! ” flashed out 
Mbs Violet, and fled. 

Freddie stood still. He had caught the note 
of tears in her trembling voice. If she had not 
meant it as final — if there was yet hope for him? 
But he shook his smoothly brushed flaxen head. It 
was over, and life stretched emptily before him ; jet 
he would not go and beg forgiveness, because a new 
power was upon him, and he knew that he was right. 
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They swayed a little across the corridor into the 
dim light thrown by the lanterns. 

Then Reeves’s right hand — he had caught the 
man with his left — shot out and came with a clear 
punch straight under the burglar’s pointed jaw. 
He went over like a shot rabbit, sprawling on the 
floor, the stunted revolver tumbling from his nerve- 
less Angers. 

And it was all a drama of silence — the fall on 
to the thick carpet, the lowered voices. No sound 
had alarmed the quiet house. 

“Fairly done.” The little man sat up, raising 
his hands. 

Reeves started, seeing one forefinger twisted. 

" Jim, the cracksman 1 '* he muttered. “ Jim 1 ’* 
and started back. 

" The Duke ! Gawd I The Duke here ! ” 

The men stared at each other dumbly ; the 
burglar, sick and dizzy, reeled to a sofa, and sat down. 

*’ The Duke,” he stammered " Well, the game’s 
yours. Shout l Call the copper, and send me back 
to King's lodgm's.” 

“ I might." Reeves stood, the heavy little re- 
volver in his hand. “ And so you nearly shot me, 
Jim." 

“ Gorlumme l She’s empty,” grinned the man. 
“I can stand free food and lodgin’, but I’ve no 
mind for free rope ; that little barker’s scared a 
lot in her time. Well, Duke, we can talk now freer 
than we could, eh, till the cops come — freer nor 
• in horspital, hey ? ’’ 

Both very ill, they had lain in hospital side by 
io 
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sMr, and, evading the rtiK had talked to each 
ether. Later, they had been employed at the 
same work, until a strange friendship had sprung 
tip between the two 

" Here on the same lay. be yon ? " Jim, the 
cracksman, jerked up his v bins head 

*' No, Jim — no fb-re as a guest But look 
here, give me your spoils I thought it might be 
yon I went to vonr « >>tt ige thr night of the Monks- 
hill hurRl.tr}’. hut it wts -.hut up, and, peering i: 

I satt - a man oslrep by the fire, so came away sati 
fi«l Wien 1 h«.ird of the finger 1 thought of yo 
immediately ” 

"Good dummy that.” said the burglar cheerilj 
*' I leaves ‘im there nights ‘hi I’m to give up, an 
I ? I’ve only got these " He pulled a flat casi 
from firs pocket. *' You see, I've been ivatchin 
outside, so spotted the room and, as I ran in. 1’ir 
blest if I didn't see this case on the table. I opened 
it — that was enough I was off with a fortin in 
my pocket, and my last crib cracked Jim could 
have had his decent public and lived honest if you 
hadn’t put yer nose m See ” 

He snapped the case open, showing the shining 
ripple of green, with the light frosting of diamonds 
here and there 

Reeves took jt. " Now go ’’ Reeves pointed to 
the window. " I’ll have no hand in shutting you 
up, Jim. You are Bateson the gardener, with 
the black beard, I suppose — but go. And, if fifty 
pounds would keep you from this job. I’ll send it 
i you in a fortnight. Address ? " 
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" Lynch's Inn, Bloomsbury. But " — the tittle, 
twisted creature rose unsteadily, and his mouth 
was twisting now — " you’re lettin’ me off, Duke. 
Lor' I I felt the prison clothes on 1 was only on 
this lay for a last time — stntc . there’s a girl, and 
1 hadn't a penny . . . just enough to try the 
gardener dodge.” 

So even to this stunted little robtar came love 
— he stoic now for some one else ; saw no liarm 
in a home set up on the proceeds of some one's 
jewels ; meant, perhaps, to keep his smirched soul 
clean lor the hereafter, and look to lus own fasten- 
ings at night 

The whimsical flash of humour lit Reeves's face, 
but his eyes were sad 

"Co,” he said "Go. Jim I can’t give you 
over to the police, and any one may come. Half 
the house is awake still ” 

" Good luck, Duke I won’t forget you— strite, 
I won’t." The lean figure sped noiselessly, with 
a trained power of going silently, to the window. 
A blast of cold air made the logs glow again ; then 
there was only the thin draught from the missing 
pane, and Cracksman Jim. evil little criminal, yet 
human and with a heart, stepped into the wild night, 
and was gone. 

Reeves watched turn go, then came down to 
the dying fire — the case in his hands. 

" So," he said to himself, " it was Cracksman 
Jim. And I — of course I ought to have rung the 
bell and given him in charge ; but it’s not in me to- 
night to mete out fresh misery to humanity. Poor 
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10 
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flew to Mudshire, to find old Alice away, so there was 
no hope ol borrowing. Then, furious with disappoint- 
ment, as the maid gave me tea, I remembered my 
One accomplishment. I knew the old wardrobe where 
the necklace was kept — it was often lying there 
for weeks without being looked at I could slip 
the lock, take the things off to you, and bring them 
back and slip them in without any one being the 
wiser. I ran upstairs to Alice's room. The lock 
was childish 1 In five minutes I'd got the case 
in my hands, and then, as the fates willed that all 
thmgs were to be against me, instead of going 
downstairs, I dropped from her low window and 
ran off — there was barely time to catch my train 
back to you And— the maid saw me drop out — 
she had never told me Miss Perrin s brother was 
staying in the house, and that he had the key of 
the wardrobe. Directly he came he went upstairs 
to see if they were safe. He was a fussy old man, 
and had the things on his mind. He believed it 
to be a theft, and then came the hue-and-cry. I 
was followed, tracked, caught dose to Dulverton, 
with the diamonds in my pocket, on my way to you 
and the ball.'' 

“ You forget "—Evelyn spoke coldly now — " you 
were not coming to the dance." 

” So fate weaves. Damning fact — I had forgotten 
my dress dothes. So it was clear I meant to take 
the train to London and run away. Yet, rest 
assured, Evie, I would have borrowed a suit, and 
clasped the necklace about your throat. 

"Now the rest of this story is unfortunately 
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were not coming to the dance.” 

“ So fate weaves. Damning fact — I had forgotten 
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erHJ <dcf my Ull btv wrote me torikih. piteous 
Him; assured tint, if her brother had not 
tern th*tr. I might hive kept her jewels. Then, 
instead of you. tame old L'ikIc Hugh, raving as he 
rasj me oil. 1 was a man who had basely stolen 
Irani in ofd Irtend to pay ha debts, a tine/ and an 
outcast. AH day I'd watched for you. started at 
every slir, wailed for the rustle of your dress, the 
warmth of your anns about my neck, the hand 
with my ring on it in nunc — my wile. 1 meant to 
tell you, and then the sudden log would clear— the 
ache of the stunning blow die away. I sat a mere 
wretched boy, sure that you would come. You 
might scold me, blame me as a mad fool ; but you 
could not /ail me. Tlirough the bitterness of the 
chill about me the certainty of your love pierced as 
the sun. And— « hat was the reality? Unde 
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Hugh storming at the thief, not over sure his own 
character would ever be cleared from the smirch 
of that one visit to prison, and carrying a letter 
from you — my love — urging me to repentance for 
the sin which I had never committed. I read it 
twice — those cold, hard words, with their embroidery 
ol trite commonplace. ‘ Never meet again. Pray 
for me. Beg me for her sake to repent.’ They 
were stamped on my brain when I tore the paper 
up. I think I went mad then — that letter licked 
up my last morsel of common sense. From that 
moment X was dumb, careless oi what any one 
believed, refusing to speak to any one, to discuss 
the matter with the solicitor they sent to me, 
listening as they piled up the evidence and made 
the case so clear, listening with a bitter, hopeless 
Smile — the memory of that trial scorches still. 
There stood this sullen sinner, betrayer of an old 
and kind friend. This thief must be made an 
example of by a judge who. lenient, he said, to the 
prisoner’s youth, gave him five >ears' penal servitude. 
Put on the black cap and sentenced him to the 
death of imprisonment And I, in my mud fit of pique 
against life, laughed as I heard it— laughed at the 
kindly old man, who. 1 believe, understood and was 
sorry for me. Your name was scarcely mentioned." 

"You became a felon" — she clasped her hands 
— wore pnson clothes.” 

" Yes. And remember, if you had chosen to 
believe in me, I might never have worn them ; the 
letter turned a living man to stone. Think of 
it, Evie, what it was in that pnson. Your real 
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you believe it ? ’* He leant closer. The light shone 
on her fair hair, on her soft neck where it rose 
from the lace of her dressing-gown. There was 
a new look in his eyes— almost of hope. 

Evelyn, her head in her hands, sobbed and turned 
away. She did not know what to believe then in 
her surprise and misery 

"Truth's a very naked lady. Perhaps I should 
have dressed her to introduce you. I see you don’t 
know her." The soft look was dying out of his 
face. " Well ... 1 could never have given you 
the things you want. I see you've a string of 
pearls on. You sleep in them, no doubt, that they 
may keep their warmth and colour Evie 1 ” — he 
stared at her bared white throat—" there are 
moments in a man’s life when all that’s good in him 
dies. This is one of them Oh, I’m your handiwork, 
and I could catch the throat I loved to kiss and 
squeeze the intolerant life out of it." 

“ Ernest 1 " she cned, and shrank away. 

11 Don’t be afraid. Ewe. The grip would turn 
to a caress, and I'd kiss away the finger-marks. 
You shiver again." 

Evelyn's head drooped — she shivered then, be- 
cause the memory of those kisses was sweet. Love 
was dead to her, but she remembered — the tale 
had moved her strangely — the scent of may seemed 
to come to her, the sweet softness of still nights, and 
the capture of two who loved. For years she had 
steeled herself— drowned memory in blackness; 
now the steel bands hurt, the drowned thing rose a 
white, entreating hand from its muddy bed. 
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" Oh, no — no ! " she whispered so earnestly that a 
wiser man might have seen how she wavered. 

*' Be it so then/* he said bitterly. " You good 
women, what rigid lines you draw — tight lines that 
souls may slip along them. There are moments, my 
girl, when wrong may save a soul and stem right 
murder it.” He turned away, his head sunk below 
his shoulders. 

Evelyn's head sank on her hands, tears dripped 
through her fingers — miserable tears, which she 
checked with an effort, striving to go back to her 
hard disbelief. What if this long tale were true ? If 
she had felt his lips on hers and come to life again ? 
There was fear, too, mixed with her thoughts Her 
future, solid and assured, tottered She wanted 
to see those mad letters in the flames — to know 
the evidence of her folly was gone. There had 
been no such great prate of goodness in the past. 
She saw herself back at Dulverton, a loving girl, 
engaged to Ernest Hampshire, whose uncle meant 
to provide for him and give him work. She re- 
membered from her childhood her passionate love 
of jewels, her longing as she stared through windows 
at the flashing many-coloured things. It all came 
back — the gift of the white brocade, the petulant 
desire for diamonds, Ernest’s sudden departure, 
her dressing for the ball, coming downstairs and 
forgetting her lack of glittering gems as she saw 
herself in the long glass. And then, no Ernest to 
take her — no Ernest at the ball . . . and the crash. 
The uncle, stem and wrathful, coming to her, 
telling her she must prepare herself for awful news. 
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The little dock chimed one. A big grandfather 
in the hall boomed it deeply. 

“ Yes.” She raised her white face, afraid of this 
new note in his voice. 

"Evie, you must go to bed — at once. Good 
night I ” 

She got up slowly, shading her tear-stained face. 

“ Don’t cry, my dear, the past is not worth tears," 
he said. “ Ah, what’s that * ” 

*' There’s some one coming up the back stairs — 
between me and my room," she whispered. " I 
can't be seen out here with you like this. Oh, what 
shall I do ? ” They looked round. Evelyn's room 
was beyond the door opening on to the back stairs ; 
she could not hope to get across in tune. 

" Quick— here 1 " He pulled her to the jutting 
screen, outside his own door. *' You must slip 
across when they've gone. Quickly!" He stood 
with her. And he frowned himself, for, as Evelyn 
disappeared. Marvin yawning.and, somewhat peevish, 
came to Lady Elvcrton’s door, and went in. How 
could he put the case back now > 

" Now, Evie, run," he whispered. 

But there were other sounds — the bridge-players 
were coming to bed. The girl wrung her hands, 
and muttered. They were trapped 

'* What shall I say ? " she whispered. " Oh, 
what can I do?” 

Bcgbie’s form rose above the others. 

" Yes, you see my lead was right, as I said." 

• " Slip into my room until they go to bed. No ? 
VeU, here then.” He pushed her behind the thick 
xx 




CHAPTER X 

LIAS A3 WELL AS THIEF 

M ARVIN'S shrieks rang on ; incoherent and 
hysterical, she hammered and beat the air, 
surrounded m a minute by the four from downstairs ; 
and it was possibly the stilted exit of Mr. Begbie 
and his equally stilted return with a full water-jug 
which brought her to coherency. 

Then one word, “ Emeralds 1 Emeralds ! " rang 
through the night. 

*' Help ' Police 1 The emeralds ! ” shrieked Marvin, 
as she found her tongue. 

“ Not gone — not gone 1 ” Lady Elverton’s shriek 
rivalled her maid’s in volume. 

" Gone — stolen, m'lady I Burgled ! " 

The heavy curtains quivered. For a second’s 
space a white face peered from their folds. 

" My dear, 1 advised the bank — I advised the 
bank,” moaned Svi Henry. 

Lady Elverton was sufficiently feminine to cease 
screaming and tum roundly upon her husband, 
with several scathing suggestions concerning people 
who were too wise. 
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in bitter anger. It was all so clear to her— she had 
been right in her opinion. Her one-time lover had 
taken the emeralds, had justified her suspicions, 
and she had allowed him to come among her friends 
and rob them. Suspicion was certainty to her, as 
she crouched, afraid each moment that some one 
might pull the curtains apart and find her there. 
What explanation should she give them 5 
Listening also, his face close to the door, the 
lights switched off in his room. Reeves cursed the 
hour he had seen flaxton. raved at his folly in 
not having left the case on the leads Now, with 
men in the very house, down from London, what 
hope would he have of evading discovery * lie 
must try to get away at once, before they found him 
out. Now he must nut and show himself. He 
fumbled at his collar, tearing it off 
Violet, in a white dressing-gown, came flying down- 
stairs, questioning wildly She had heard voices, 
but not bothered. Oh, poor auntie I Custom 
took her straight to Floyd s side, as lie rang on 
mechanically ; but he did not turn his head. 

" Stop ringing, Freddie I ” she commanded 
Freddie merely < hanged his finger, remarking, with 
dignity, that he presumed there was some reason in 
this desire to nng 

Then Reeves, m a loose smoking-coat, his collar 
off, came swiftly out 

" What on earth is up ? ” he began. And they 
rushed at him, crying out the tragedy. 

“ Robbed 1 ” He looked round. " How did the 
man come in ? ” 
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** How are burglars aware of anything ? He had 
probably crouched outside, and watched Lady 
El vert on come and go for the last week. The trade 
spare no trouble when a big thing's on Then he 
went out again." Reeves bent forward, and brought 
V tck grimy hands. “ And if you run down, you’ll 
find footmarks below — but none you'll trace. 
He'll wear fiat-soled shoes, a size too large. But 
how black these leads are " He held up his 
fingers. 

Lantern armed. James sped into the night. Sir 
Henry with him. The others stood stanng at the 
window. 

“ I don’t know what we should have done without 
you, Mr. Reeves,” said Lady Elverton plaintively. 
“ You seem to find out everything ” 

“To know it all by intuition, as it were," said 
Begbie. “ Yes, precisely.” His voice was so self- 
possessed amongst the others 
The curtains quivered again. Evelyn caught 
the cold jar in Begbie's voice 
" Hi ! " A voice rang up from the darkness, and 
they crowded to the window, opening it , the lantern 
was dancing, seemingly alone, outside. 

“ There are no footmarks — not one," said Sir 
Henry. 

Reeves smiled. Jim was too clever to leave a 
track ; he had leapt from the low roof to the gravel, 
and then ran off on the grass. 

'* The flower-border is broad, but no one's jumped 
on it. No ladder’s been put up." 

” Then, come in, Henry, and don’t get a chill/’ 
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" Neither.” he said very simply and sadly, with, 
so much truth in his voice that she stood, scarcely 
knowing what to believe. 

Harold Begbie shut his note-book. 

“ I should imagine we ought to go too.” he said 
tersely ; “ and, Evelyn. I should be glad of the jewels, 
as usual.” 

” They are surely safe to-night ; the man will not 
come back,” she answered impatiently. 

*' I prefer to have them “ 

She went to her room, coming back to pour the 
glittenng heap into Ins lean liands, in a tangled 
mass of beauty, making him exclaim at her careless- 
ness. Then by degrees the corridor emptied, and 
such sleep as they could win came to them all. No 
One could rest. For Evelyn sat wide-eyed through 
the night, and Reeves paced tirelessly up and down 
lus room, sorrowing for the end of his brief holiday, 
sorrowing, too, for the suspicion which might come 
on him— must come, if he were recognised as Hamp- 
shire, a convicted thief. Prison should never close 
its door on him again. If there were news of a man 
from London, he meant to slip away disguised, or, 
if tliat failed, there was the swift mercy ol the bullet, 
and he sighed drearily. 

Violet St. Maur came down to breakfast next 
morning in a blue blouse which she had been 
reserving for London. Blue was Freddie’s favourite 
colour. The feeling of utter blankness liad deepened 
during the night ; but she never doubted her power 
ti> bring her little lover back, filled with penitence. 



upset, was breakfasting upstairs. She had searched 
her room all right. 

Begbie, stiff, and yellow of complexion, came in. 
He breakfasted frugally off grapentits, which he 
crunched cheerlessly, and some patent bread. 

" You are leaving the matter to local hands ? " 
he said, as Sir Henry consulted him. " I think you 
are almost right." 

"Reeves, you need not go to-day,” Sir Henry 
turned to him. " Why not stay here for a little 
longer." 

Reeves drew a long breath. If no London 
detective came, he was safe for a day or two longer. 
He might find opportunity to put back the emeralds, 
and his disguises were ready at Barham. Some 
instinct had made him provide himself with wigs 
and seedy clothes. 

" I'd like to stay,” lie said pleasantly—’* for a 
day or two." 

" Remember, I’m coming to tea with yon on 
Saturday." Violet wjn eyeing the hack of Freddie's 
head with amazed anger ” You must lx* Kick for 
that.” 

"1 shan’t forget," he s,ud quietly. "Vi'S, f 
expect I shall lie b.u.k hy then ” 

" I cannot understand why you don’t get a top- 
hole feffow down.” reni irfcrrf f’rvdd/e. ” Chip 
who'd see you'll K en to tied diy before yrsterdiv, 
and what soap you'd used in your tub. d<>n't-eher- 
knoW— Slwrlock Holmes tip. Loti of 'cm fdioof. 
irrn't there ? ’* 

" I— don't want to." Sir Hmry'» tow was im- 
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happy. He looked up as Evelyn, white and weary, 
came into the room. " Somehow, I think we may 
get these things back.” 

Reeves thought of the flat case in luk pocket. 
Get them back ! How ? He might drop them in 
the woods, and some one dishonest might come 
along and find them. He might, even still, rip up 
that piece of green fire, and make a home for himself 
with the proceeds " 

" I am in hopes of getting them back,” re- 
peated Sir Henry *' Tea Kvic or coffee, or both ? ” 
He filled two cups promptly, put a generous supply 
of boiled milk in the tea, creamed the coffee; and 
pushed both over to her 

Evelyn was not hungry , she drank a little coffee 
absently, and scarcely sp>ke Now and again she 
glanced miserably at Reeves 
" Evelyn, 1 am going to London to-day," Begbie 
chewed a last piece of tough bread “ 1 lind 1 have 
some business there I shall probably return to- 
morrow, and do not forget that on Friday all the 
unset stones will lie hen . and you must arrange as 
to settings, etc I remind you, ,u> you might have 
some idea of hunting ” 

" I have none,' - she said dully '* I shall be here," 
Ernest Reeves finished Ins breakfast more easily, 
Begbie, whom he dreaded vaguely, was going to 
London. Sir Henry would trust to local people — 
there were policemen already in the house. He had 
a few days before him. 

Smiling a little, looking round the pleasant fire- 
lit room as a man condemned to death may look 
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muffled in a dark ulster, of stuff so stiff and heavy 
it looked as if it had been tailored out of wood. 
There were labels tied carefully on to every package. 
He explained to the expectant James that he would 
be back on Fnday. Evelyn, pale and dejected, 
was seeing him off. When the car had hummed 
away, she turned to Reeves His blood grew hot 
at the look in her face 

*' There are other trams,” she said haughtily, 
pointing to the door. 

“ Possibly " He strolled to the great log fire 
“ And you will leave by one,” she commanded, 
■'and — leave something behind,” she added. 

“ No, Evie — Miss Gervaise I " — his whimsical 
smile lighted his sad face — " I have a day Of two 
still to spend here ” 

“ But, the emeralds 5 ” she whispered. " Oh, 
it was you, and some one will suspect ” 

" Rest assured.” he said coldly. " that Lady 
Elverton will never lose her jewels through me ” 
She stared at him, twisting her hands about, 
afraid for him — afraid for herself. What if she 
went straight to Sir Henry and betrayed this man ? 
Something, which was not fear held her. She could 
not do it — walk tn and say, " Sir Henry, Mr. Reeves 
is a liberated thief , he is here among us to steal.” 
Then the inevitable question, " Why did you not 
tell us before ? ” The answer, ” He was once a 
friend of mine — once my lover " Then inevitable 
discovery, perhaps the exposing of her mad, loving 
letters, with their tale of folly glaring from the page. 
Reeves seemed to read her thoughts. 
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the precious ten minutes in the conservatory, when 
they smoked together. 

" Bad luck— hounds not being out to-day,” said 
Floyd. "Master’s sister dead, and the day runs 
long before us." 

“ I had better go to Barham to see if the scrubber 
has stolen all my spoons, and how the horses are." 
Reeves took up a cap. " I'll be back to lunch." 

He was going, not to Barham, but to Bateson’s 
cottage, to see if the little man had left. 

"Those mushrooms told their tale,” he said to 
himself as he went out " I knew then that some- 
thing was up." 

The day was warm and soft, a pale sun shining, 
the wmd from the south. Turning in the avenue, 
he looked back at Claxton wistfully So solid and 
so homelike, with its quaint jutting windows and 
long stone terrace. Below this was a streak of 
turf, pock-marked by bare brown flower-beds — 
but only sleeping ui their bareness, for sundry 
sticks and labels told that April would see them 
aflaunt with tulips or sweet heavy hyacinths. The 
gardens, brick-wailed and sheltered, were close by. 
A typical old English home, where a man might 
drowse away his life in sweet contentment. 

Home l What a word to a wanderer who could 
never hope for one; who must go, in a week or 
So, to labour with his hands, to earn the right to 
lave, or, with one sharp pull and flash; pass from 
endless striving to endless peace That was what 
would have been if fate had not led him to Claxton, 
with its jewel-robber. Now he had worse to fear— * 
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"Going straight to Sir Henry, to cry the gaol- 
bird down ? " he said lightly. 

"No," she said sullenly, "not if you go 
away," 

" Or if I stay l You are afraid, Evie. I've only a 
day or two in the old world I loved so well. Let 
me be in it. Sir Henry, for some reason, is letting 
trained men stay away ; but the emeralds arc too 
good things to pass unnoticed. tVe ’II have men 
from London do wn as the story spreads, and . . . 
they will know me. I mean £o slip away directly 
there is word of one, for I. amongst other people 
in the house, would be questioned. Vanity has 
prevented me disguising myself with a n?op of 
grizzled hair about my month and cheeks; the 
convict will stand revealed. So don't be nervous. 
My time is short. Ah, here is the butterfly, and 
her now reluctant swain." 

Violet, in an extremely bad temper, assuring the 
world in general that she would not change her 
wet shoes, even if her lung* did go wrong, and 
peering out of the tail of a resentful eye at callous 
Freddie, came in. She held her toes to the fire 
to steam ; she intimated that she was dying for a 
motor drive, and Freddie merely looked before 
him, quietly sad and hopeless She did not want 
him ; why then worry fus wilful little love. He 
was almost unaware of the constant care and love 
he had surrounded her with, flow he would hive 
prayed her to change her shoes, and quaked lot 
days afterwards if she evrn sniffed. How lie had 
watched and feared lest any one should Interrupt 
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the precious ten minutes in the conservatory, when 
V'. they smoked together. 

“ Bad luck — hounds not being out to-day,” said 
Floyd. " Master’s sister dead, and the day runs 
long before us.” 

“ I had better go to Barham to see if the scrubber 
has stolen all my spoons, and how the horses are.” 
Reeves took up a cap. ” I’ll be back to lunch.” 

He was going, not to Barham, but to Bateson’s 
cottage, to see if the little man had left. 

“Those mushrooms told their tale,” he said to 
himself as he went out. '* I knew then that some- 
thing was up.” 

The day was warm and soft, a pale sun shining, 
the wind from the south. Turning in the avenue, 
he looked back at Claxton wistfully So solid and 
so homelike, with its quaint jutting windows and 
long stone terrace. Below this was a streak of 
turf, pock-marked by bare brown flower-beds — 
but only sleeping in their bareness, for sundry 
sticks and labels told that April would see them 
aflaunt with tulips or sweet heavy hyacinths. The 
gardens, bnck-ivalled and sheltered, were close by. 
A typical old English home, where a man might 
drowse away his life in sweet contentment. 

Home 1 What a word to a wanderer who could 
never hope for one; who must go, in a week or 
so, to labour with his hands, to earn the light to 
live, or, with one sharp pull and flash; pass from 
endless striving to endless peace. That was what 
would have been if fate had not led him to Claxtoiu 
with its jewel-robber. Now he had worse to fear— 
M. 
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suspicion, arrest, years o( fresh torture behind 
prison walls. What if they came upon him now ? 
Would all the protestations on earth avail him. with 
that case in his coat-pocket 3 
" Wrench out the big stone Send back the 
others. Take your i banco and go." whispered 
Evil. dancing bv hes side along the country* road. 
*' Evelyn has driven vmi to it Whv hesitate * '* 
He shrugged his shoulder. anil strode on. Th* 
other pocket held the little shining weapon which 
could always saw* him tr«»m prison Putting down 
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" Bateson,” he cried softly. ” Bateson. Hallo, 
there t I*ve come from Claxton. Bateson. Jim, 
It’s I — the Duke.” 

No answer. He turned to look round the frames 
and houses, and started back with a sick qualm 
o! fear at his heart. For, peering from some trees 
just outside the gate, he saw a face, and knew it 
instantly for that of Fitson, the man who had 
come to see Sir Henry, and who knew Ernest 
Hampshire, the convict 

Had Fitson, then, tracked him there 5 Was 
everything to end now with the accursed case in 
his pocket ? He drew swiftly Kick into the shadow 
of the porch, and saw the bushes stir as if the man 
was coming out 

The cottage was single , he could see straight 
out to the back There was a little yard there, 
full of flower-pots and seed-boxes , another patch 
of garden, and then bare fields as far as Barham 
Woods. But just outside the yard the road ran 
between high walls He might, as the watcher 
came out, drop across the wall into the lane and 
get back past the gate in front unnoticed- 
A kind of scullery butted out on the yard ; he 
dodged into that, and saw a bicycle, its dirty tyres 
coated with red mud. One look back from the 
front — the man was tn the bushes still ; but he had 
parted them, and was coming slowly out. Reeves 
caught the rusty bicycle, dropped it softly over 
the wall, and followed himself, just as Fitson opened 
the wicket and came stealthily to the open door. 
Reeves hopped on the old machine, his knees in 
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They would bury him, and tongues would wag over 
his grave. His hand touched the revolver, he 
stepped back, and there was in his mind how a 
hunted beast must feel when he turns at bay, with 
the pack howling, inevitable as death, up the field. 

“ Why, Reeves, taking a morning stroll ? ” Jack 
Payne's pleasant face looked over the steering- 
wheel. " You seem out of breath too. What— 
seedy, eh ? Steady.” 

For Reeves, his breath coming fast, felt his face’ 
turn lead colour, his heart sink. Payne’s arm 
went round him, hotding him up, trees and skies 
sped round in dark whirl 

“ Haven't a flask either " A voice miles away 
was regretting something. " There, hold up, old 
chap— hold up." 

The voice grew nearer The whirl grew slower 
and condensed slowly, to a strip of empty country 
road, a low hedge in front, and a kindly man by his 
side. 

He began to apologise weakly. 

*' I ran a bit — it's cold , and then — don’t know 
what came over me. I feel so queer." 

" Pity I didn't catch you before I saw a chap 
on a bicycle, but no one walking Are you still at 
Claxton, or going home? I’ll take you either way." 

*' I'm still at Claxton. It's lonely in there until— 
at Barham — the servants come. Thanks ever so, 
if you'll take me back.” 

" I want to go there,” said Payne, “ to condole with 
poor Susie. This thing is getting too much.’’ 

Still safe, still undiscovered, with the emeralds 
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It wa« VioH wh<* took the imlwr drink from 
Jam'**, and fluttered ahont Rmrs until hr smiled 
luff gratefully Evelyn. ' "I/I and it/ll. seemed t» 
Carr little whether hr lived or died 

" 1 was running." hr vwl ,i< the strong spirit 
Jorrrd some colour into h» I n r 
'* Running." Evelyn repeated the word quickly. 
"And where on r.irth did vou get a great smear 
of red mud upon you } " i nrd Violet, pointing to 
his long stocking " Vou couldn't have been a$ 
hr as MonkshtU.” 

" I was no farther than Bateson’s cottage,” h^ 
said, with cheeks as red now as they had been pale. 

“ I suppose I got it there, looking at the garden.” 

Evelyn bit her bps wearily. She felt that 
something had happened, but did not know what it 
could be. 

" Didn't know that day ever passed my place,’ 
said Jack Payne carelessly. “ You know we 
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rather hoped that piece of evidence would run oui 
robber in — his wheels sunk inches into it as he rodt 
off. But, bless you, of course he washed the thin{ 
at once. Oh, Lady Elverton, I am sorry to hea: 
we are companions in sorrow.” 

Lady Elverton, wearing black, appeared sadlj 
at the door. She was fretting deeply for her 1 over 
jewels. 

" Henry won't do anything,” she said petulantly 
“but Colonel Halsworthy assures me we’ll havi 
half a dozen people here in a day or two. The} 
must be found— somewhere.” 

"I think they will," said Reeves quietly. 

“ And I’m sure of it,” broke m Sir Henry, hi; 
eyes on Evelyn. 

It seemed a mad notion ; but be suspected 
Evelyn, 


CHAPTER XI 

A WIRE FROM LONDON 

J ACK PAYNE stayed to luncheon. There was 
an unrest about the usually pleasant meal, for 
letters and wires arrived incessantly, and Sir 
Henry, on opening them, invariably tried to answer 
both at once, so that there were constant respectful 
retumings of James, asking if Sir Henry meant to 
put " My dear Judd ’’ in one wire, or to sign himself 
“ Yours faithfully " in another, all this necessi- 
tating new letters and telegrams being written, de- 
void of mistakes, until a fresh batch came in. 

London, Paris, Vienna, countless smaller cities 
were being watched ; every known fence and 
receiver was being warned and put under observa- 
tion. For months the most innocent salesman of 
an emerald would be liable to suspicion. 

Already an unsuspecting country gentleman had 
suffered indignity and questioning. The news- 
papers were filled with the tale of the theft ; the 
police — worthy men — were, as usual, credited with 
the holding of innumerable clues. 

"A Thief in a Motor." The leaded headlines of 
The Daily Agitator summed the case up as if all 
were over — wrote a fanciful description of the car 
is* 
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shooting through the silent night ; of the altered 
number as it neared Claxton ; of the thief, who was 
also apparently a rich man, sauntering coolly to the 
scenes of his crime, and as coolly flitting off, to take 
the road to London and hum back. Laughing at the 
fools who sought for him. 

*' Let them look for the Claxton burglar in some 
flashy tripper, who flirts with the maids and tips 
the groom until he gathers the information he 
wants.** 

They read all this, impressed by the cool certainty 
of the editor who made the whole thing so simple. 

" It must be discovered," the pressman wrote. 
Suspected men were closely followed. When the 
burglar made his next midnight trip he would 
without doubt be arrested. 

In the meantime, Lady Elvcrton was prostrated 
by her loss, and the little hamlet of Claxton hummed 
like a busy hive of bees robbed by a passing wasp l 
The Daily Agitator did not lack metaphor. 

Luncheon was not devoid of other incident. It 
revealed the agitated lack of appetite of Miss St. 
Maur, who merely crumbled a little toast, saying 
she felt ill, while her over-ready tongue flashed out 
all kinds of reckless statements, with too evident 
watching of her eyes for the effect. 

She was going off to stop with Effie Lindley 
Deane. Floyd winced a little, but said nothing. 
Effie had asked her before, but she had never gone. 
Miss Violet might have added because she was 
sternly forbidden to, for the house of Effie Lindley 
Deane bore a strange name. There were tales of 
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" Yes, old boy." Reeves’s voice was full of gentle 

sympathy. 

*' Y — You’ve seen, perhaps " Freddie stam* 

mered, as men do, when a longing for sympathy drives 
them to a half unwilling confidence. " Last night 
—I was short with Vi. Oh. I know you meant 
nothing, old chap — I know a good fellow when I 
sec one ; hut she — broke off our engagement, because 
I said just one word ” 

“ And — is most anxious to renew it,” said Reeves 

drily 

’* What I ” Freddie Ixmnccd in his chair. “ You 
think so ’ ” Then he sat back again dejectedly. 
" No.” he said quietly “ No. Vi doesn't care — that's 
the truth of it You see. I’ve thought of nothing 
else but her for years, thinking she would come to 
me at last, and I believed that, below all her jeers, 
she was fond of me Last night it was somehow 
borne in on me that I’d been a fool ” 

" Perhaps,” said Reeves gently, " you were 
sensible for the first time in your life ” 

*’ Thank you,” murmured Freddie humbly. 

'* I only mean to the girl you are fond of Forgive 
my plain speaking. Floyd , but Miss St. Maur is one 
of the butterflies who never value a man until they 
think they are about to lose him. Her shallow 
little thoughts were plain to read this morning — 
she expected you to come begging for forgiveness, 
as you have always done.” 

“ She has said a dozen things to wound me 
to-day,” said Freddie miserably. 

“ 15 ” — "ttention, and sting 
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” Yn — | finnh ™ J nv hiron-*™ very cpnckly, and 
I t’f-'ft I w« it mfr«f firro f go up aglin to- 
morrow " h*- «iif| stiffly hiking shirply at Reaves. 
** iWn in all d »y Mr R,w^ ' * 

“ N’o I was nut this morning " 

" Ah I ” Th'T* wu * '-nnotn inflection in 
|Vgbir*« von r . am! KvHvn who had followed him 
In. «hti«t|em! suddenly 

Violet, who had l*wn fuming in the hall, came 
in clamouring for a walk The day was so fine, 
why waste it in the house > ‘■'he fussed, driving 

them off for boots and roats .ind then out first to 
the stables to see the horses 

Hotspur, ot course, received the first insit. A low, 
sloshing bay. with more than a hint of temper in 
his head. Fit as hands could make him, his coat 
threw off n bloom, his supple skin worked over 
lumps of muscle ; his legs were wonderfully dean, 
showing few signs of work. 

Reeves had been riding him. the horse taking 
to him at once — so much so. that he turned now 
and let his rider pet him, a great condescension on 
his part. Violet had spent hours trying to get 
the chaser to allow her in, and failed signally. 

“ We’ll win to-morrow. Brown," said Reeves 
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dimity to the groom. " It w ill take hot stuff to 
best this fellow— he gallops like an express train.’’ 

" The way lie goes for you, it will, indeed, sir. 
Captain Han bury rode him well, but he pulled 
him about, and the horse didn’t always give all lie 
could. Never you touch him with the stick, sir — 
he can’t a-bear that " 

“ A finish, if it comes to me, must bo fought out 
with knees and hands alone " Uut a linish, with 
this horse. was a thing to lx- avoided. Making 
his own running throughout, lie was capable of 
winning any race, orao cornered, he would not 
stand a touch of the whip or graze of the spurs, 
and. having lost several races which ho could easily 
haw won. Sir Henry picked him up fairly cheaply 
to win the Gateshill Hunt Steeplechase. Doing 
nothing by halves, and quite oblivious of the horse’s 
previous character, Sir Henry had backed Hotspur 
heavily with half a dozen astute neighbours, and 
particularly with Jack Payne, who firmly believed 
that his mare GoJdgirl w ould beat the big bay easily. 
So that the race marked an important event for 
Claxton, and Reeves, above all things, wanted to win 
for the bluff, fussy man who had been so kind to him. 

A dangerous place for him, perliaps, this race- 
course , but he meant to ride, even if they took him 
away a prisoner from the course. 

Evelyn’s fears had affected his nerves. He 
shivered a little as the bay was locked up. 

There were Freddie's horses, light, useful little 
thoroughbreds most of them. One, the showy 
chestnut which Violet loved riding— she wanted it for 
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s»4» very w urn m th- woods to-day The wmter 
»un shonf out gads fh»’v were sheltered even from 
the soft south wind They wandered, urged on by 
restless Violet tow irds the Like, and, as they passed 
on to the broad walk leading down to it, Reeves 
saw that Evelyn Gervaise was by his side. She 
dropped something, stooping to look for it 
” I want to speak to you,” she murmured, as he 
stooped too. " I fuse not dropped anything.” 

Pausing, they Jet the others go on, and turned up 
a narrow winding path which led back to the house. 

" I wanted to speak to you. You are in danger. 
You had better go away at once." She spoke 
breathlessly, looking about her as if the bushes held 
a watcher. 

** What do you mean ? " he cried, startled. 

" What I say. I tell you Harold Begbie suspects 
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you. He has said nothing, but he went to London 
for some purpose, and now he watches you so 
closely. I know it— I tell you, I know it. Oh, 
Ernest, get away. I could not bear to see you 
arrested." 

“ As they are sure to do," he said thoughtfully. 
“ I should not have a chance , but they won't 
hurt you by arresting me — be assured of that.” 

" How can you help it J " she faltered. “ Oh, 
you don’t know the man. He is so slow and yet so 
certain in his methods. He will build up every 
stone in its place before he shows his plans. Go 
now. Get home to Barham and away." 

" When the time comes,” he said quietly. " No, 
I won’t run away, Evie. Why make my guilt so 
apparent > A runaway is a man marked. What 
memory it would leave behind to these people. 
I'll face it out, and at the last some people may be- 
lieve the tale I leave to them. Besides, I must ride 
this race to-morrow I have promised Sir Henry.” 

She entreated him, urged him vainly, stormed at 
him for what he would bring upon her, wrung her 
hands in impotent misery. 

"You’ll nsk everything to nde this wretched 
horse ? ’’ she said 

“ I promised Sir Henry," he said simply, “ It is 
a small Tetum for bis goodness to me." 

She grew angry then , and he only smiled, so tired 
a smile— it was sadder than a sob. 

*' I am minded to have my last day or two here,” 
he said. ” Let it be, Evie ; they shall never take 
me again to prison." 
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" But — the emeralds,'* she almost wailed. 

He grew hot then. The emeralds t 

“ I tell you, Evelyn, once my love. Had it 
been for your contempt, for your meeting me v 
such certain suspicion, I would have faded ou: 
your life even as I came into it. and never trout 
you again. But your first greeting, your horril 
eyes set all the demon in me awake ' Oh. you 
come here to steal.' cries my lady 'ft can 
for nothing else ' The felon must be felon st 
There was no room for pity for belief m you— 
saying, ‘ This mm. who loved me once, is out 
prison, and means to live cleanlv.' Oh no. it w. ( 
once the jewel thief, always so And you belie 
it still. Take care, Evre, perhips some day y< 
fnay be sorry And what if I did steal that 
might live J Men steal more pre< ions thirl gs th.i 
jewels in society, and are not sent to prison 
Jlis head drooped, he struck sharply at the unde; 
growth with his stick " Are you afraid, " he sai 
sternly. " for me — or th.it the glittering things yo 
love so dearly may slip from your grasp becaus 
I am here > Is that it 5 ‘ 

Her Jips moved, but gave no sound Miecould no 
meet his eyes 

“ Yes, that is it. If there w a row, if J am ** 
posed, the old trial may crop up But why fear^ 
your name was mentioned, but not your engagemeni 
to me." 

" Harold would never forgive me for not temn & — 
w Jiat you were,” she faltered. 

'* Lie, then, as women he. Tell him you d’d not 
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know — that you only thought I had disappeared,” 
he said contemptuously. "To lose the right to 
wear those diamonds and pearls would be indeed 
a tragedy. For the letters, you shall have them 
back to bum when I go away — not before. Is it so 
great a thing. Evie, this life before you — with 
Harold Begbie ? ” 

“ Oh, I was so poor for so long." she said. " Can- 
not you understand > 1 was a mere paid companion, 
and he can give me ” 

" AU you want," he interrupted, almost brutally 
— " money, a home, jewels Is not that so ? ” 

*' He can give me all I want } " But the words 
were more a question than an assertion, as she 
whispered them 

All she wanted She leant against a tree, looking 
out through a gap in the trees at the nppling sunlit 
lake. A solid, comfortable house, a motor-car, 
fine dresses as backgrounds for the priceless jewels, 
an assured position, and ... a husband. She 
put her hand to her throat, for it ached The lean, 
dned-up man who would be master, and perhaps 
even tyrant , whose habits must not be disturbed 
or upset ; who would expect her to conform to his 
bghtest wish, to wear the jewels he desired, and to 
return them to him to put in the strong-room, with 
its maze of warning wires, at night. All she wanted. 
It had been love once — warm arms about her, loving 
lips on hers— and she had dreamed, contentedly, of a 
future in a tiny home. 

But in the long years of lonely poverty she had 
changed. The child’s love for jewels had grown, 
13 
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and where is Reeves ? ’’ He glanced round excitedly, 
not seeing the dark figure behind the bend. 

" Where is he ? ” cned Begbie irritably. 

“ l‘m here,” said Reeves equably, coming into 
view. ” Want me for anything particular, Begbie ? ” 

“ Ah I Precisely." The jewel collector drew a 
long breath. *‘ No, merely 1— ah — missed you.” 

" Awfully nice of you,” said Reeves thought- 
fully. 

" And— why did you not pursue the path to the 
lake, Evelyn 5 ” Begbie said sternly, evading 
Reeves's amused eyes. 

She flushed 

" It — seemed so cold along there, Harold. Mr. 
Reeves and 1 chose the shelter We were going 
back to the house '* 

" It was not m the least cold, I assure you— 
to be precise, quite warm " 

"We also thought "—there was a note of 
mockery in Reeves's low voice — “ we thought, 
Miss Gcrvaise and I. that we might find some 
traces of our burglar 1 doubt if this walk was 
ever searched Supposing we had lighted upon a 
footstep 9 " 

" I do not think you are likely to," said Begbie 
coldly. " The burglar no doubt ‘ — he spoke with 
studied carelessness — " is safe in London, and will 
be caught there." 

" Perhaps so,” Reeves wondered if his prison 
friend had slipped away. Poor little, twisted man, 
who, having sinned for sin’s sake, now sinned for 
love— and the desire to live cleanly. 
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only come out to see the billiard-room where it jutted 
out from the house. McPherson was too full of the 
robbery to allow his visitor to leave without seeing 
that. 

There was another frightened man close to them. 
A little black-bearded, twisted figure stepped from 
the clump of bushes as the two went away, and 
shook himself in almost comical relief 
“ I'd better clear," he muttered. " The old 
bike gawm. an’ this fellow down here Better dear ; 
but I want a word with the Duke afore I go." 

The dusk fell rapidly now .and. skirting from bush 
to bush, he reached the hall door, wondering if he 
dared to nng and send in for his friend. 

Reeves, slipping round by the shrubberies, got 
quickly into the house, his nerves jarred by fear. 
There was tune to slip away, but his jaw set 
obstinately . he would not leave until he had ridden 
Hotspur, and won the steeplechase for Sir Henry. 

Fitson had never seen him, and was clearly not 
upon his track, or he would have arrested him at 
once. He must only trust for a day or two to the 
God-chance which had favoured him so far. 

A thin, furtive-looking man crossed the hall as he 
came in. Reeves wondered who he was, until the 
loquacious James, who saw him look, immediately 
volunteered information. 

" Mr. Begbie’s new vallce, sir — came from Lunnon 
with him. Never been in a place before, I should 
say, he seems so strange-Uke. Tea m the drawing- 
room, sir. Great clues about the Monkshill burglary, 
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must mean the instant arrest of the burglar, and 
that it must mean also great fame for him. He 
was becoming sour at the turn events were taking. 

" The whole thing is mysterious." Begbie laughed 
a little. " If this bicycle is covered with the 
peculiar red mud of Monkshill, and it is the same 
bicycle the burglar rode, then it shows he is here 
among us. On the other hand, I must say I 
wonder where it was kept ever since." 

" Fitson is coming to Monkshill to-morrow. I'll 
send him on to you. Jones, to see the bike,” observed 
Payne. 

Jones got up sulkily He stayed at the front 
door to receive a comforting dnnk, and to confide 
his sorrows in James 

"It was the bike wot I found, and it was im- 
portant," he said crossly " Something kept the 
red mud on — maybe he had it covered.” 

A small form, crouching in the shadows, moved a 
little forward 

“’On took the bike." murmured Jim. “Oh, 
3 must go — in some noo disguise, too I must get.” 

Begbie’s lean valet joined the two at the door. 
The evening light fell full upon his face, and the 
little man shrank close into his sheltering shrub. 
He was not troubled for himself now 

*' Granby here," he muttered — •'* in there Then 
— they suspect the Duke 1 Lord 1 they suspect the 
Duke ! ” 

His teeth came hard upon his lower lip as he 
slipped later from tree to tree, until he gained the 
cover of the woods, and, pausing there, crouched in 




CHAPTER XII 

HOTSPUR'S RACE 

T HE day of the Gateshill races dawned stomUty. 

with gusts of wind and showers, but by 
breakfast-time the heavy grey- fringed clouds had 
edged away, lurking darkly on the horizon, and 
the sky was a dear blue, brightened by a stoutly 
shining sun. 

Reeves was called early It was a luxury for him 
to drink his tea and see his fire catch light, the 
flames leaping through crackling sticks to cUtch 
the shining coal What do the Americans, with 
the blue glare flaring through the gas logs, know 
of a fire’s comfort and company ? 

He knew he was mad to stay, yet he laughed as 
he lay back under the eiderdown. At any moment 
Fitson might catch sight of him, and arrest would 
follow. Who could they suspect except Ernest 
Hampshire, the jewel thief 7 

• Jim, his | twisted friend, was too cunning to leave 
a trail. His disguises were perfect, and his one 
conviction' had been the result of a fellow thief's 
treachery. < 

How the press would thunder at him, if the 
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to go to, a bright fire to dress by, and liberty 
about him, knew too well. 

There was something hard under his pillow. He 
pulled the flat case out and opened it. The sun 
was out by now. and a bright ray, catching the 
stones, sent rays of quivering green across the 
white velvet. Flawless, magnificent, the necklace 
rippled on its bed. with the light diamond setting 
sending out flashes of red and blue and white. 

How easy to np out a stone or two, leave the 
rest where they must be found, and slip away. He 
lay back dreaming, staring at the jewels. Isaacs, 
the cracksman’s fnend, would ask no questions. 
He could afford to wait, or dispose of the stones 
abroad. And then, the chill little bulldog could 
go unloaded There would be money enough to 
pay a wretched man’s passage to Australia, where 
he could earn enough to live cleanly, a horse between 
his knees 

Live cleanly 1 with that theft behind him, with 
the memory of betrayed friendship to embitter 
every thought. " You might get rich out there,” 
whispered the jade Temptation in his ear “ Pay 
them back." Yes, he might easily do that. Rich ? 
He laughed aloud. How long would a stockman, 
who must clothe himself, take to save that great 
jewel’s pnee ? No. Hope must hide behind a 
black curtain. It was either the bulldog’s cold 
kiss, or the cruel struggle for work which he had 
endured before He might try for a groom’s place ; 
to be with the horses he loved. Who would take 
him without a character? He was not skilled 
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cam? on steadily. "No. leave tli? tray, and 
mind that revolver, it’# loaded— and rocked.” 

His face grew white, and head# of sweat broke 
out on hi# forrhead What if this officious servant 
insisted, for the tray lay on a corner of the quilt, 
and the slightest movement would lay the little 
case bare. He might tell some story , hut the thing 
would look too marked Reeves's heart sang in 
his cars Very stealthily he slipped one hand 
down, grasping the quilt just above the case. 
Begbie's servant stepped buh a little hastily 
" Dangerous habit, sir," lie murmured, one hand 
stretched for the tray 

“ Very It's ready for the burglar. Your master 
will be waiting for you " 

There was no excuse to stay after this. The 
man went out again, stiffly, with none of a trained 
man-servant's swift noisclessness 
" Queer chap that.” murmured Reeves to himself, 
'' and a narrow slu\e for me Lord 1 how Begbie 
would have come posting down when he heard a 
jew el-case had been seen on my bed ' Pobce t 
police t ' he mocked, jumping up and going off 
with the emeralds m lus dressing-gown pocket. 

Time after time he had meant to slip them back, 
and, finding no opportunity, had kept them still, a 
menace and a temptation. 

In her white-hung, pretty room Evelyn Gcrvaisc 
was thinking too. as uneasily as Reeves. Her face 
was white ; there were black circles under her tired 
eyes. Every stir made her start, every raised voice 
in the house caused her to dread that discovery 
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“lilad I Mad!” she groaned, watching the sun 
make a quivering bar across her room, and touch 
her table to a glitter of silver. Her ring was there, 
sending out rays from its big stone, prismatic flashes 
of light. 

Putting on a dressing-gown, she got up and 
picked up the nng. It was magnificent, a huge 
brilliant almost insolent in its pride of cold, white 
beauty. Some smaller things lay beside it. Begbie 
seemed to have given up being afraid now. He 
had brought her back the blue diamond and the black 
pearls. He liked to see her wear them Heavy, 
lustrous things, those pearls She slipped their 
waxy spheres through her fingers If they were 
not so valuable, might not people say they were 
downright ugly, dark as leaden beads ? Was not 
a topaz in cleanly yellow a prettier stone ? She 
put her hand to her throat and winked back some 
smarting tears. Why should she remember topazes 
now ? The necklace lay at the bottom of an old 
workbox, a battered and neglected thing, the 
setting dirty, the stones dull — lay there with a 
little turquoise ring, its valueless stones green and 
discoloured. 

She slipped the engagement-ring on to her finger ; 
it hung loosely, slipping up and down. She had 
grown thin lately : the lines under her eyes made 
her look so much older 

Evelyn put the nng off again impatiently. It 
was so heavy to wear in the mornings, and she 
had grown tired now of holding it up to flash and 
see people turning to stare at the huge brilliant. 

14 
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breastpiecc of smarter check. No horse could have 
looked fitter ; he was a picture as he stood lifting one 
foot impatiently, as if to show its perfect shape. 
Hard and not too fine, deep breasted, great back, 
quarters let down hke a greyhound’s, and clean flat 
legs. Given another disposition, there might be a 
National in such a fine stamp of chaser. 

He turned his lean head as Reeves came in, and 
allowed his nder to pat him, a liberty none of the 
grooms had ever dared to take. The horse even 
responded a little, putting his velvety muzzle 
against the caressing hand 

"They know their friends,' ' said Reeves softly, 
a world of regret in his voice He loved these great- 
hearted, generous friends of man ; would have 
asked nothing more of life than a little home where 
he could have kept two or three of them — a home 
with Evie to bnghten it , and he had thought once 
it was to be his. 

He sighed bitterly as he turned away. Mis- 
fortune, brooding bird of prey, had never shadowed 
a man more thoroughly. There seemed no reason 
for the fate which had befallen him, no justice in 
a power which could inflict such unmerited suffering. 
They saw Hotspur leave, stepping away with his 
springy, elastic action, bending his head to the 
snaffle, as if he had never known temper. Reeves 
patted him again. 

“ I’m certain that horse could tell a story,” he 
said. " He looks as if he were afraid of us all. If 
he could speak. I’m sure there is some pitiless beat- 
ing, some punishment which broke his generous 
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1 1 love them, and as a rule they love 
x could do nothing with that chestnu 
Bogbie’s. He must he mad to have bouj 
he knew nothing of for Miss Gerv«usc ” 
Violet St. Maur was sitting sulking i 
when they went tn, staring in bitter rese 
Freddie, tvho had ensconced himself behii 
paper, and seemed to be deeply mteres 
contents— so much so, that he never ev 
at the furious little lady perched upon l 
fender-rail. 

" Excellent thing, a taste for literature," 
Reeves gravely, not having failed to notice 
inner sheet of The Daily Telegraph wasupsi 
and that Freddie was oblivious of the faci 
He had a couple of letters to write H> 
to sell lus horses next week. There was 
regret in his heart as he thought of the high-- 
grey going to some unkind hands. If Begb 
only buy him, he could have him almost for 
Evelyn would use the horse kindly. 

His letters finished, he strolled downstai 
as he did so, Begbie’s stiffly jouited man came 
across the corridor, watching Reeves as h 
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Reeves put the letters on the oak table and turned 
away. It would soon be time to start for the races. 
Begbie's man bent quickly to the table, a letter in 
his hand, and Reeves saw him lay it down, then 
peer at the address on the other envelopes. 

A very curious person, evidently. Well, there 
were no secrets in his correspondence But Evelyn 
as she saw the man take up the letters and go out 
with them, felt a fresh qualm of fear. Who svai 
this new man ? Harold never took one abou: 
with him. 

She held out her hands as the man passed her. 

" These will catch the first post if wc take them t( 
Claxton ourselves." she said, in her cold, slow voice 

" I’m going out, miss — I can post them.’’ 

” I will do so.’’ She took the letters quietly ant 
went away, leaving Begbie's man stroking his chii 
dubiously. 

Evelyn looked at the addresses. One was t< 
Tattersall’s, one to a livery stable keeper. Then 
could be no secrets in them, but she stamped then 
herself and sent them out by Marvin. 

The motors came gliding round at twelve. Violet 
a pretty, petulant bttle thing in deep blue, with < 
green quill in her hat, looked at Freddie's car, ant 
looked at the other, and for the first time in he: 
life, with the feeling of blankness growing upon her 
felt that she would not choose her. seat, but sunplj 
be asked to get in somewhere. At least she coulc 
sit beside Reeves. 

Freddie cut that short. 

" Drive with me. Reeves," ho said. ** Ladj 
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Reeves put the letters on the oak table and turned 
away. It would soon be time to start for the races. 
Begbie’s man bent quickly to the table, a letter in 
his hand, and Reeves saw him lay it down, then 
peer at the address on the other envelopes. 

A very curious person, evidently. Well, there 
were no secrets in his correspondence. But Evelyn, 
as she saw the man take up the letters and go out 
with them, felt a fresh qualm of fear. Who was 
this new man ■' Harold never took one about 
with him. 

She held out her hands as the man passed her. 

" These will catch the first post if wc take them tc 
Claxton ourselves." she said, in her cold, slow voice 

“ I'm going out, miss — I can post them." 

" I will do so ” She took the letters quietly anc 
went away, leaving Begbie's man stroking his chir 
dubiously 

Evefyn looked at the addresses One was tc 
Tattensall’s, one to a livery stable keeper. Then 
could be no secrets in them, but she stamped then; 
herself and sent them out by Marvin. 

The motors came glidmg round at twelve. Violet 
a pretty, petulant little thing in deep blue, with a 
green quill in her hat, looked at Freddie's car, ant 
looked at the other, and for the first time in hei 
life, with the feeling of blankness growing upon her 
felt that she would not choose her. seat, but simplj 
be asked to get in somewhere. At least she conic 
sit beside Reeves. 

Freddie cut that short. 

“ Drive with me, Reeves,*’ he said. " Ladj 
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gave sullen word that they would come again ere 
night, but they held away now, leaving the pallid 
blue clear, save for long trails and flecks of white. 

A day of clear lights and easy sight. Reeves's 
shoulders shivered a little, his teeth came hard on 
his lower lip as the}- shot out of the avenue past the 
thick trees. He had hoped for blustering winds 
and thick squalls of rain, in which a man could keep 
his head down and his coat-collar turned up, and so 
hide his face. To-day was mild as early summer, 
the sunshine would bnng every feature into relief, 
and at any comer, on any stretch of road, Fitson 
might pass. The detective might very easily be at 
the races themselves, combining amusement with 
his work. He had heard him speak of racehorses. 

The drive was a nightmare to the man who sat 
smoking and talking quietly, sympathising with 
Freddie's sorrows, chatting of his chances in the 
race, as if no sword hung hair-suspended above bis 
dark head. 

A man stood at the comer stanng at them. 
Involuntarily Reeves stooped suddenly, then raised 
his head, with a laugh at his own nerves ; it was Sir 
Henry’s steward, coming back from the village. 
As they left Claxton behind— they did not stop at 
the post office, which had the hired dogcart standing 
at its door — Reeves grew easier. There was less 
chance of meeting Fitson now that MonkshiH was 
four miles away to the west, and they were running 
through a level, heavily wooded country to Gates- 
hill. The racecourse lay in a plateau between a 
group of wooded hills. They swept round the last 
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. with the bright-faced boy who had ridden sulky 
sie for him and then disappeared so tragically. 
3 looked casually and passed by. Reeves drew a 
ep breath of relief. He had changed then, more 
an he dreamt of. A stunted little jockey turned 
lickly, staring at him " Mighty like Mr. Hamp- 
ire," he muttered, and then luck ordained that 
: should see no one else of the people who had 
sown him. 

Sir Henry seemed to precipitate himself into a 
owd of friends, to shake their hands, slap them on 
le shoulders, and tell them his horse could not lose, 
II at once. Next minute, surrounded by them all, 
e was gazing at Goldgirl, Payne's mare, in an 
ttitude of most profound dejection. 

She was a big, lengthy mare, built more for speed 
tian staying powers, but with a kind, generous eye 
'hich told that, lose or w in, she would do her best. 
" A rare turn of speed — a rare turn," murmured 
racing fnend of Sir Henry's to Reeves. " She’ll 
ry to cut you all down and make a big enough lead, 
ever to be caught — that’s what she did before. A 
hundering good mare — and your horse is a rogue, 
fou are riding Hotspur, aren’t you ? ” 

Riding him. It seemed to remind Sir Henry that 
ie had neglected his rider. Immediately, nothing 
ibout it, he plunged into an excited description of 
Jeeves’s proficiency, and promptly introduced him 
0 half a dozen people he had met and spoken to 
Jut hunting. 

“ Done wonders in Australia — Melbourne and 
Sydney,” prattled Sir Henry eagerly, ** Tre- 
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weighted old fellow in the first mile ; on then, inch 
by inch, yard by yard. Billy never went out for 
Jess than three miles. The gap would close, and 
the leaders know the sickening certainty that old 
Billy was wearing them down. On the last fence;' 
down the straight — would they tire enough in time ? 
for Billy would go no faster. Neither whip nor spur 
was needed on a horse who always did his best. 
Weight seemed to make no difference to him. If the 
♦National had been only five miles he would probably 
have won it every time, and, as it was, his bald, pink 
nose caught the judges' eye many tunes, until the 
gallant old life was ended at Nethaven, where 
Flashlamp, a riderless horse, turned him over at the 
third fence out, and Billy’s back was broken. The 
old friends were parading before Reeves’s memory 
as he walked into the paddock. Susie, the sulky 
mare, who would not start, or. if she did, would run 
away or nm out ; Greenbat, a mealy, soft-hearted 
brute ; Victor, who could not jump, — those were 
the failures. Then gallant old Billy ; Red Rue, 
the youngster ; Firefly, his first mount. A fresh 
danger sent Reeves shivenng from his reveries. He 
had not changed much — what if old Tom Knowles, 
the trainer, if Hilyard Stanton, a dozen of his old 
racing friends, should see and recognise him ? He 
stopped with a swift jerk, the Wood ebbing from 
his face, for there was Tom himself, in apparently 
the same black-and-white check suit and flaring red 
tie, with the large horseshoe pin stuck in it, 
his fresh pink face absolutely unchanged. But th« 
trainer did not associate the thin man walking 
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the day was, putting a big silk muffler round his 
throat. Even if Fitson turned up, he might not look 
at the gentleman rider. 

The numbers were up by this time for the first 
race, the horses out. The old fever ran high m his 
blood as the hurdle-racers cantered past. Merry boy, 
a stuffy, low chestnut caught his eye as he came 
along ; Buttonmaker, a light, middled brown, looked 
more like striding away for the two miles over the 
sticks. 

These two were most fancied , but Reeves liked 
best of all a rather small bay mare, Bessy. She had 
only run once before, he found out, and ran greenly ; 
but her breeding was exceptional, and her owner 
fancied her for the race " Ten to one, Bessy." 
Reeves put his sovereign on her, and ran up to join 
the others in the stand. Freddie Floyd following his 
example for a fiver. 

The two favourites made the running, watching 
each other jealously. As they came at the last 
hurdle it was evident that Buttonmaker was the 
faster horse, but was tiring , and Merry boy was 
galloping on for all he was worth half a length behind 
him. 

As they got half-way up the straight they were 
neck and neck. Buttonmaker s jockey called on 
his horse, the bay's speed told, and he shot out with 
a clean lead, to die completely away, be overhauled 
by Merryboy, who passed him, his race apparently 
won, and he stopped nding. 

“ Oh, I backed that one," Violet danced upon 
' the stand with a girl's joy in winning. 
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A roar ! — something coming up on the inside like 
a (luh, IVssy, who had been running greenly all 
through, suddenly put h<r heart info if. She raced 
by Merry boy’s girths, by fits head, strode on amid 
cheers from th** Ijooknnkrrs. and non by two 
lengths 

" I thought she looked sp**rdy/' said Reeves, 
when he had finished shouting “ That was a nice 
win for you, Floyd " 

" You don't mean f© «av you backed that thing ? *’ 
V'iolet looked at them with open and undisguised 
annoyance " Freddie, you might have told me/' 

M I didn't think you ever cared to take my tips,” 
he said in the quiet manner which was new to 
him. "Graves put you on the other.'' 

" Well, you might tell roe the neat tune,” she 
said in injured tones, flying off with Jack Payne, 
and feeling exceedingly bored with him. Jack was a 
married man who talked about his wife and children. 

The second race was a gift for the favourite, 
France, a big, raking grey, and they backed it , but 
Violet, now impressed by the chance of outsiders, 
picked out a needy, bay mare, which was last, and 
was again irritated 

The race of the day, the Gateshill Hunt Steeple- 
chase, was upon them There would be heavy 
wagering on this, for there were several good horses 
in it. 

The horses, with their numbers on them, were 
each surrounded by groups of supporters. 

Pa3Tie's mare was made favourite, her long. 
Springy step, her absolute lack of nervousness, and 
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her perfect condition bringing her hosts of friends. 
She 'vent to two to one, and was firm at that, 
Loosefish, a fired black, claiming next attention. 
He had run a good second to Rockhampton, and 
was known to be smart Except by his own parti- 
sans, Hotspur was unnoticed Ho was sweating 
freely now, lashing out when people came near 
him, and evidently nervous and excited. Before 
Reeves mounted, he petted the horse again, stroking 
the wet, firm -crested neck " Do your best, old 
boy," he said gently " 1 won’t punish you." 

" It means an awful lot to me, Reeves." Si? 
Henry, coming to the perpendicular, after a futile 
effort to give a leg up to the trainer, caught his 
rider's arm. " It’s not only the money, but I 
want to prove Payne and all these fellows wrong. 
I want them to see I know a horse I bought him 
on my own judgment ” 

"ft's nerves, and not temper," said Reeves 
quietly " I'm ready now, eh 5 ” 

He started as if some one had stung him. A 
little red-bearded city man, sprucely gloved and 
hatted, came peenng at the horse 

“ Hotspur, hey ? " he said “ Never won any- 
thing, has he 5 Thank you." But as he passed 
the low words. " Look out, Duke. There's a man 
on you," floated to Reeves's ears. 

It was Bateson. Reeves stared after him. No 
one on earth could have recognised the spruce, 
sandy little man, with the very faintest limp, as 
he went across the paddock. Jim had mastered 
the art of disguise. 

15. 



aj6 Lady Elverlon's Emeralds 

As Reeves dropped lightly into the saddle, Hot- 
spur plunged and squealed, sending the crowd 
flying with his he*>ls. He went sulkily down past 
the stands, wincing and shying at the crowds. 

Goldgirl increased her friends as she came stealing 
up at the low fence, standing away and flying it 
so casdy Looscfish, too, with his resolute, raking 
style, was admired again Reei-es turned Hotspur 
—there was no sympathy between them to-day ; 
the horse went wooden ly, jerkily, and as they came 
at the fence Reeves could led his horse shut up, 
until, as they reached the jump. Hotspur flung out 
his forelegs with a sudden jerk 
He shivered then, as if in active fear, tucking 
his tail down, waiting for the whip 
Every one was staring. Reeves bent his head 
down, and could have hit and cursed the horse 


to hurry him away , but he kept his temper 
*' Hotspur, old man " Reeves patted the wet 
neck. “ Come along " He turned the horse gently, 
took him back for a few lengths, and, still soothing 
him, trotted him quietly up to the fence. There 
was a moment's indecision, then the bay flew 


and strode away after the others, reaching ot his 
bit; a different horse to the sulky, frightened 


beast of a minute before. n 

'* Lord 1 How they've beaten you, old chap. 
Reeves patted him again as they pulled up to walk 
to the start. He felt easier himself now th3t he 
was away from those stanng crowds — the refusal 
had tried him sorely. Now let the worst happen , 
the right to nde was his. 
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" Are you all ready there ? Come up on, loose- 
fish. Turn round you in pink. Steady— there 
you are." 

The white flag dropped to a good s tart. Chaffinch, 
a hot puller, shot to the front; Goldgirl lay on 
the rails, going easily ; and after a first rush Reeves 
found Hotspur going freely and well, with no 
trace of temper. Goldgirl was not making the 
running to-day. What a jumper he was ; the 
first fence slid beneath to the long, easy fly — he 
had stolen half a length from those in front. Gold- 
girl’s honest head was just beside him. She was 
a rare mover, and a fine jumper too. The rush of 
the air on his face, the flutter of the silks, the 
thud of hoofs, the swinging of the horse between 
his knees, went bke wine to Reeves's head. Fear, 
disgrace, were all forgotten , there were only the 
cocked ears in front, the great shoulders cutting 
through the air, the others to watch — and beat. 
He could do it — he knew he could. Hotspur an- 
swered each turn of his wrist, each pressure of his 
knee. Man and horse were one, and he knew how 
good a thing he bestrode. The third fence flashed 
back, with a white stnp of rail below him. They 
bent for the stands now, and on for the water. He 
could not resist letting the horse go a little as they 
came at it. As the strain of his bits relaxed, Hotspur 
swept to the front, and, high above the roar. Reeves 
thought he heard Sir Henry’s bellow of joy : " Well 
done. Hotspur t" 

Men scampered from the stands now to back him 
for a little ; the bay horse had shown none of his 
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<if that little nwt!, |j}^ir MnirgH f nr Hung 

Km and tlmnght of; Hit tl>" 1inrv*wAt l!»** truMrf 
Kilby-. Goldgrtl’s ritlT. «a« ffir of the best in 
l>.gland. lie ctourhed <l<wn, game *" * ttg«T. 
waiting It was not time to nil for the 1 isf in lift 
pood tnarc yet . she would gist* ■' a, l "* generously 
tint there might !»• nu more in tmif fir knew 
llffl'pit'l reputation . il lie <<mhl one* - squerte 
ahead. force Reevt-s *• • nde the K»\ would shut 
tip lie swung Ins whip twi-e will unit tombing 
l.n mare, hall hoping tlie whittle through the air 
nvglit upset the togm Imt though IIotsjKir's ran 
went Kick he strode on 

They w«r mmim; to the first stand now The 
end was v*rv nea» Reevn raised Ins he.vl lie 
Kid but to keep II»«»piH going .mil it was ovrr 
Goal rrure as Gollgnl was she was no match for 
Sir ilertry't hor*c ff/>w tJf*-s' Kmt nut and 
shouted— semmed for the favourite 1 He was 
cheating them all The» his heart stood still. 
Standing out among lie- v~.i lie saw one (ace. a 
man standing at one of the piles Miring straight 
at him and waving his hands— trenrgp Fit son The 
reins relaxed in his nrrvrirss funds, his knees 
ceased tlieir pressure It was over He would 
be caught, taken away, and fus revolver was, for 
tmcc. not with him Whit if he pulled Hotspur's 
head round, pretended to fill, and gallop ofl some- 
how ? A mad thought, hut it flashed to lum. 

And the professional behind him knew that hii 
moment was come. The spurs graced Goldgirl'4 
side, the wlnlcbone sang, and with every nervit 
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forward, no space to look at each other. The 
reek from the horse's nostrils was by that ot the 
marc's, the stands seemed to surge down at them, 
the roar to grow deafening. High above the din 
came the two names. Hotspur ! Coldgir! I Hot- 
spur l Dead heat 1 The horse ' — no. the bay’s 
head was surely in front, drawing away. The 
judges' boxes flashed by Hotspur was in his 
stride again now, another three lengths would 
have seen him an easy winner — but had he won or 
lost ? 

Reeves raised a white, strained face Had he 
flung away the race for a paltry piece of cowardice ? 

The numbers were being pulled into place. Sir 
Henry, hatless, breathless, was dashing along to 
meet him as he rode in 

" 8 ... 5 ■ 

He looked no more He had won A surging 
joy carried him lugh on its crest With the whim- 
sical smile on his face he was prepared to give his 
hands to the rings of steel Fitson might not 
betray him ; lor another qualm struck Reeves — 
as a released felon he was not qualified to nde. 

He was weighed in, came out again into the 
cool, dear day to be earned off for champagne and 
praise — and still no arrest, no tap on the shoulder, 
no end of the world for him. 

Freddie was prancing about with a roll of notes 
in his hand. He bad rushed to put more money 
on when Reeves passed the stand the first time 
round, and, not Teaching his own man, put it on 
ready money. 




CHAPTER XIII 


A SOUTHERLY WIND AND A CLODDY SKY 

T HE cloud battalions had massed over the deal 
sky, marched upwards in black array, t< 
grow faint-hearted as they conquered, and, shower 
mg light rains upon the world, they faded mistily 
so that Reeves's last day at Claxton dawned softlj 
grey, with a low wind whimpering through thi 
trees. There would be showers, perhaps, but onl> 
of warm rain, and the gTound would ride light. 

The nerves of mankind are curious things ; it 
the swift reaction from yesterday's excitement hi 
fears had vanished He would slip away into th 
unknown, and leave no knowledge to these kin 1 
friends — a meteor flashing across their sky, never t 
be seen again. Anything except the certain suspicioi 
the revelation of what he had been, and yet ha 
forced himself among them. The hard little cas 
lay in his pocket. He did not look to-day at .tfc 
ripple of green temptation. 

The horses went to Tattersall’s on the followin 
Saturday, and he had directed their price shou! 
be sent to Jim, his evil little friend. He himse 
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wotild have about fifty pounds to face the world 
with. It would take him to Australia, where he 
could find hard work and forget ... his head 
dropped suddenly . . would he ever forget? A 

lair, cold face rose before him. and the ache came 
back to his heart. Alone for ever — alone, with 
the memory of scorn and suspicion where he should 
have found sympathy and love The scent of may 
blossoms seemed to drive to his nostrils; if any- 
thing could make him wrench that great jewel out 
and take enough money to start for himself instead 
of working for others, it would be Evelyn Ger- 
vaisc’s eyes. 

He flung the window wide The cool, moist air 
washed away depression ; the joyousness of waking 
returned. He looked out across the green park 
over the rolling wooded country Men were busy 
In the stables— -his windows looked that way— and 
he could hear the clink of buckets and the trample 
of hoofs. Gardeners trundled barrows down the 
walk near him , they were altering some flower- 
beds. It was home, a quiet English home, and 
the wanderer's heart longed for it He had braved 
exposure to stay there, but the memory of his few 
happy days would comfort him through the long 
toU to be. 

He thought himself safe now ; the little revolver 
was not looked at so often, the dread of the tense 
moment when his own crooked finger must send 
him into eternity had grown dim. .Life was quick 
in him. He would have faced it rather than go 
again to prison ; but he did not want to die. His 
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heart might be dead, might ache tor ever, but, alive 
he had the right to the warmth of the sun and th< 
whip of the cool winds. 

Sir Henry, who was still too excited to staj 
still for a moment, was tramping up and down- 
going over the wondrous event of his win. \Vh< 
said now the horse was sulky ? He only wanter 
a man who understood him He should be enterei 
for next year’s National. He would win. Reeve 
should ride. Su- Henry in imagination saw th> 
parade at Aintree, his horse fleeting over the hug 
thorn fences . . . depicted the finish, with a ba; 
horse finishing alone. 

Out-stay, out-jump The crowd declaimed hi 
horse's name 1 The horses round the canal tun 
Home 1 He wove plates and cups into what h 
meant for a model of the Aintree course, put 
teapot for Valentine's brook, and promptly upse 
it as he brought his dream horse across. 

" To win a National 1 James, wipe up th 
brook, will you ? Lord ! I’d thought of it all m 
life. Tell you what. Reeves, if you take a plac 
anywhere I’ll send you my horses to train. Pa; 
you well. I’ve a dozen now " 

What a chance 1 Reeves's thin face grew brigh 
then darkened again, as he saw Evelyn's eyes fixe 
on him As things were, it could not be. S 
Henry would not care to give his horses to Ham] 
shire, the ex-convict — the convicted spoiler of 
friend. “ I wish I could do it," he said wistfull; 

Evelyn was not hunting to-day. Begbie ha 
not come home, and she must wait for him and h 
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" Conspiracy to drive a man to sin.” She starec 
t him. not understanding. " Look at me straighl 
a the face — as you used to once — and say I stole 
hose things.” 

His voice was low but clear, and insistent in it* 
itter scorn. She raised her grey eyes slowly anc 
net Jus. The Jook in them would Jiaunt her tc 
let death. Reproach, bitterness, but surely nr 
lishonesty. He was so young, despite his grey 
lecked hair . the pendulum swung back, the 
iak walls faded, and instead she saw tender greei 
buds, the wJute of fruit flowers, smelt the sweet 
ness of early summer. Something cleared fron 
her heart, but, pain choking her, she could no 
speak, and the man standing looking into her eye 
believed she scorned him still 

'* Then good-bye 1 " he said, fuming away. " Wall 
on your gold-begemmed path, Evelyn, but, ti 
your sorrow, you'll think sometimes of other fee 
which struggle alone, ill-shod, across the flints 
From to-morrow, and for ever after, memory wil 
trouble you, if your heart is not altogether a ban 
jewel itself.” 

For to-morrow he meant that she should kno\ 
the truth, and believe it or not, as she chose. She 
shuddering, thought otherwise. 

The others called for him. He ran out to tb 
car. Freddie started, and Claxton fell behind 
Turning, as they passed the swing gate, he saw ; 
figure on the steps, and thought it waved to then 
to stop. He would not look again. His brief spel 
of home was over ; he must set his face ahead. 
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There was no haunting fear upon him to-day. 
Safety seemed assured. Fitson, if he pas$e J 
would merely see a blur of muffled-up sportsme 
He would slip away to-night, and leave no jarrir 
memory to his new friends. For that had bee 
his greatest dread — to stand revealed, when, for tf 
first time for years, he had been again with peop' 
as those he had passed his youth with ; to « 
them start away and condemn him — for were no 
the fruits of his thievery m his pocket ? U rappe> 
up now, lest he should fall out hunting, and som 
qne find them He could not bear to think o 
bluff Sir Henry shrinking away . of Freddie Floy* 
looking at him with hurt, bewildered eyes. No 
fortune had favoured him He would escape, and 
they would never know Ernest Reeves, the mad- 
man who had come alone to Barham, would t* 
talked of for a space and then forgotten 
It was a big meet The little grey was 
there for him to ride, walking sedately, her eyes 
upon the hounds He swung into the saddle, and 
took up the reins, feeling her bend her lean neck 
to the light strain on the bits — tired, blemished, 
unsound, but a pearl among hunters. If they ran 
to-day — and something told him they would— h* 
knew no man would be better carried How he 
longed to ride her down in his own country, across 
the fly fences and over the miles of grass, with no 
sticky plough to struggle through 

As they jogged to the first covert, a spinney about 
a mile from the meet, tongues wagged still of Jewell 
and burglaries 
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" Mad, you know — Elverton’s mad,” cried some- 
one, " to leave so grave a case in Jones’s hands. 
You should have half London down here, with that 
stone trembling m the balance. For all you know, 
one of your servants, some man about the place, 
may be a well-known thief.” 

“ The emeralds will be found,” Sir Henry flushed, 
and looked uneasy. " I — have a theory about them.” 

Reeves, riding beside him, looked up sharply. 
Sir Henry's face was guilty and troubled. Who 
could the kindly, careless man suspect ? 

They passed from that to Hotspur — to his mar- 
vellous performance and change of temper. Sir 
Henry had outwitted them all when he bought 
this horse. No horse could have run a more 
generous race, or thrown in a finer effort, after his 
momentary pause, at the finish 
"Something startled him." said the master, 
turning round. “ I was out on the course. Reeves 
and he seemed to start together — I think at the 
little man at the gate. He was sticking his head 
out and darting from side to side " 

“ You’re nght Something did startle us,” said 
Reeves drily. " You've a quick eye, Henmskeet.” 

Jack Payne came up to them Goldgirl was 
smart, but she had been squarely beaten. He came 
to ask Reeves to ride for him at Manchester. Gold- 
girl was running there. What a happy life if he 
was what he seemed and could have stayed amongst 
them. But the mouth of the prison wicket yawned 
black and gnm ; the shadow of the cold walls fell 
upon his path. 



2 Lady Efvcrton's Emeralds 

th-'r* was no Mutt ting f»ir upon him to-day, 
5iMy woiM a^ured Fit tort. if h* pasted, 
wonM merely vr a Mur nf muffle). up sportsmen. 
If*' wuuM «hp iwtv to-mqfit. and Mv* no jarring 
tn»ni'>rv t n h« n^w friends For that had been 
hrt pnl«i dreid to stand reve-iW). when, /or /he 
fint time for vr-ira he h id heon ujun with people 
a« those h« had piwd In- youth with; to see 
them start aw«v iwl "Mideetui hu« — (or were not 
the fruits ot Iiia thievery m bn pocket 5 Wrapped 
up now test he should fall out hunting. and some 
one find them Me ••*uM not bear to think ol 
Muff Sir IJrnry shrinking «wiy of Freddie Floyd 
looking at him with hurt f*-wild**red eyes No, 
fortune hart favoured him He would escape, and 
they would never know Ernest Reeves, the mad- 
man wfio had rome done to Barham, would be 
talked of for a sp.u r and then forgotten 

It was a big meet The btlte grey was 
there for him to nde. walking sedately her eyes 
upon the hounds Me >wung into the saddle, and 
took up the rem> reeling her bend her lean neck 
to the light strain on the bits — bred, blemished, 
unsound, but a pearl among hunters If they ran 
to-day — and something told him they would— he 
knew no man would be better earned. How he 
longed to nde her down in his own country, across 
the fly fences and over the miles of grass, with no 
sticky pUr \ struggle through. 

As the/ * the first covert, a spinney about 
, ' ' t, tongues wagged still of jewels 
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" Mad, you know— Riverton's mad," cried some- 
one. "to leave so grave a case in JtmrV* hands. 
Yon should haw half London down here, with that 
stone trcmWmR in the balance For all you know, 
one of your servant*. some man about the pla/e. 
may be a well-known thiet " 

"The emeralds will be (mind " Sir Ifcnry flushed, 
and looked uneasy ” 1- have a thmrv about them." 

Reeves. tiding beside Inm. looked up Sharply. 
Sir Henry’s lace was jpnlty and troubled Who 
could the kindly. ■ are less man »mpe< l ' 

They passed from that l/* Hotspur — to his mar- 
vellous perlomvin<e and «hange <>l trmper Sir 
Henry had outwitted (hem ail when he bought 
this hone No horw < ould have run a more 
generous rare or thrown in a liner cllurt, after hi* 
momentary pause, at the finish 

“ Something startled turn. «id the master, 
turning round " I was out on the mursc Reeves 
and he seemed to start together— 1 think at the 
little man at the gate lie was sinking hi* head 
out and darting liom side to side ' 

” You're right Something did startle as," said 
Reeves drily " You’ve a quick eye. Henmskect." 

Jack Payne came up to them Goldgirl was 
smart, but slie had been squarely beaten. He came 
to ask Reeves to rule for lum at Manchester Gold- 
girl was running there. What a happy hfe if he 
was what he seemed and could have stayed amongst 
them. But the mouth of the pmon wicket yawned 
black and gnm ; the shadow of the cold walls fell 
upon his path. 
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jewels. He was, no doubt, travelling down with 
them himseU, /ailing even to trust the detective. 
She was pale and worn-looking, the proud calm- 
ness of her beauty overshadowed by a restless 
uneasiness. 

The motor was at the door when she met him 
in the hall; the others were fussing into coals, 
picking up packets of sandwiches, hunting for 
whips — nothing is ever quite nght on a hunting 
morning. 

" Good-bye l " he said quietly to her. 
"Good-bye!” she started, and. despite herself, 
her lips quivered. " You are not coming back ? ” 
" My things are packed. I have bidden my kind 
hostess adieu. I am going, Evie, out of your life 
for ever. Good diamonds to you " 

" You are so sure, then, of getting away ? What 
of Fitson ? " 

Reeves laughed. 

"He is not following me— I found that out 
yesterday. He is hot upon some other trail, and 
I think I know whose it is. But all the hounds 
in Scotland Yard will not catch that little hare. 

I shall get away to-night, and if you keep our 
secret no one will know who f was.” 

"Bn t — the emeralds ? ” she jerked nut, almost 
piteously. 

"The emeralds which I have stolen? I had 
forgotten those." His face grew very stern- 
" Evelyn Gervaise, when souls are called to judgment, 
there will be one heavy indictment against jours. 

" \Vbat do you mean ? " she muttered. 
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"Jktsil, ywi Innw— rjrr?1m‘» mad," ftW fm**- 
tr-t-, ~ la Iravr *•■* pt»w a raw ti Jit.m'a hand* 
Yrtj *Vn»V1 haw half 1 jrA~r\ down h'ir. with that 
»tnw InrtnlJuyj in tt>f halav* I'm all you ktur’*. 
cw** rt ytttM wrvanti wm* man at»*ut tl** ylv*. 
nay !*■ * known th»>*i 

” JV rWfaJ J» »i 3 1 " found <11 J Jmry flints 
and l.«Acd*mf**v ' 1 latT a tlworv almjt t1*<jn “ 
IvfrA-rn f> t.np «;p aharply 

S.J Hrsttv * !»•* * >» c:4<\ and tiinMnl WT*n 
(t«i1| tli<> kindta *»tW» man imi" I • 

Tl^t pw-wd fr<-n that to lln’tjmi -tn l»» mat* 
vrll rja fwrtur'nai. *■ and < liangr •>( trmjwf ftr 
limn hall nuliattln! tli*n> all »t,m Ijr* t*night 
tla* l» rw So hav ■«nM t*»vr ran a mote 
gmm'U» r*(r *1 thn-ian in a tmrf cfl-nt altrT l;it 
nvtmrntan |wn» al 1 1-<- fcj.nh 

” SrSKthnu; ata/tKI »,:m >«i| ifc- ma»tm. 

turning tvand I «a» <*01 <m u* <<«:r»r i|wvn 
anil tif v«-nv>J to »ta:t t-ip*-tl*rt l think at Cfx* 
Isttlf tnan a! thr fair l{r • a» tit ting lilt lirad 
cut and datum; ti<*n »wlr t-> udi- 

You rr Hjtht fc «»nv 1 hnig <!i l atatth- «n,' vatil 
Jlmvra dnly ' Yi«tf a ijm- k r\ T IlmnoVrct-'* 
JarVt Pavtv .am* up to U>rm (.nllgul W*» 
Vttttt, Iml dre hail »|tmr)y l«ni«-n. ||« came 
to aa* Kmvf» to ndo 1 m him at Mamh-ntrr Gold, 
r-!* »» running ihnr What a luppy hlf if h<* 
va «}.al hr *mmrd and to-jJl hav-p aJnfrr.frtl 

than Hut the mouth cl th*- j*n«jn « tcj.fi yawned 
M*k *n<l gnm . the ihadow cl ih< cold wall* Ml 
upon lu« path. 
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There tea? no haunting fear upon him to-day. 
Safety seemed assured. Fitson, if he passed, 
would merely see a Mar of mo /fled- up sportsmen. 
He would slip away to-night, and leave no jarring 
memory to his new friends. For that had been 
hh greatest dread~to stand revealed, when, for the 
first time for years, he had been again with people 
as those he had passed his youth with; to see 
them start arvay and condemn him — for were not 
the fruits of his thievery in his pocket 1 Wrapped 
up now, lest he should fall out hunting, and some 
one find them He could not bear to think of 
bluff Sir Henry shrinking away ; of Freddie Floyd 
looking at him with hurt, bewildered eyes. Ho. 
fortune had favoured him. He would escape, and 
they would never know. Ernest Reeves, the mad- 
man who had come alone to Barham, would be 
talked of for a space and then forgotten. 

It was a big meet. The httle grey was 
there for him to nde, walking sedately, her eyes 
upon the hounds. He swung into the saddle, and 
took up the reins, feeling her bend her lean neck 
to the light strain on the bits — fired, blemished, 
unsound, but a pearl among hunters. If they ran 
to-day — and something told him they would — he 
knew no man would be better carried. How he 
longed to ride her down in his own country, across 
the fly fences and over the miles of grass, with no 
.sticky plough to struggle through. 

.: E &s they jogged to the first covert, a spinney about 
there \nfr om the meet - tongues wagged still of jewels 
"What 
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•' JIad. you know — Elvcrton's mad," cried some- 
one, “to leave so grave a case in Jones's hands. 
You should have halt I-ondon down here, with that 
stone trembling in the balance. For all you know, 
one ot your servants, some man about the place, 
may be a well-known thief " 

"The emeralds will be found." Sir Henry flushed, 
and looked uneasy " I — have a theory about them." 

Reeves, riding beside him. looked up sharply. 
Sir Henry’s face was guilty and troubled Who 
could the kindly, carries* man suspect 7 
They passed from that to Hotspur— to his mar- 
vellous performance and change of temper Sir 
Henry had outwitted them all when he bought 
this horse. No horse could have run a more 
generous race, or thrown in a finer e/lort. after hts 
momentary pause, at the finish. 

" Something startled him." said the mister, 
turning round. “ I was out on the course. Reeves 
and he seemed to start together— I think at the 
little man at the gate He was sticking hu head 
out and darting from side to side " 

" You're nght Something did startle us,” said 
Reeves dnly. " You've a quick eye, Ilenntskeet.” 

Jack Payne came up to them Goldgirl was 
smart, but she had been squarely beaten. He came 
to ask Reeves to nde ior him at Manchester. Gold- 
girl was running there What a happy life if he 
was what he seemed and could have stayed amongst 
them. But the mouth ot the pnson wicket yawned 
black and grim ; the shadow oi the cold walk fell 
upon his path. 
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" Ms A, jvi ln«w— d’Jvrttcna mad.” rtiM 
tmr. ” til Ww » Ctav* * caw in J nt*V* httid* 
Vfti Ovml t Jm» h»U d >«n h"rr, with that 

atom* tmtit Vv; in !!»*• t>alam ** 1 m all yurt know, 

nnr of jwr mvi-.ti man aN^il tin* 
mav t* 1 a w*H known thtM " 

” TV cnnal!» «i!l !»• to-nd ^r llmfy flfnhrj, 
and looked nr> r **v ” J havr a il««> »!*•»} them ” 
Kwvn nd.HR !*•»«.!' l.m l«Vrd «ji aharply 
t.r Horn'* » a» cv.ih\ and lnr»!*W U"hn 

ttoM 11* Vindh <v*W» man * 

IVy |wvvl lr«>*n Il .*1 t«> in lea mat- 

|«-flv*rTn*ri'«- and < lur.r' "J S<r 

llttwy had nut«i»ml Ukti »11 »Ik:> 1»« brwRht 
tl»i« tion* N« Ik<!v >-n»ll lia\* «un * m«c 
jr-rnmnjt tier m 1t.rr-«n m a t.r> r i »»' *?t aim t.»% 
now titarv j'vi* ai the l.ndi 
" 5-ivrnfil.if.c atarlM him k»»d th* tnaitM. 
turning round 1 1 *»a»«*ji ll»- uvarv llr-vra 
and !*■ *rwM i« »ia»t li»c r il» r t 1 think at th<* 
bill* man at !!*• Cat* 1 II' »a» *t?'lmff h;i b 'ad 
out an ! daiting tmtn »i}- t,. «*!<• 

** Voti't* fight ‘■onv-tlmv: ilrl *tml- «t% ‘ md 
R revet duly ** You vp a «jun k eye, Hrnmvkfet ** 
Ja/V rayin' ianv u;» to tVm Gol lf-ul *ai 
amart, fcot *be lu l L*vn ►juan-ly Iwaim. Hf cam* 
to adc Reeve* to ndr lor him at ManchtnlcT GoU- 
Jist w» rur-iung there What a fuj>{>y life if b< 
*ra« w hat fa t mulct! and could have tujrtl amongtt 
tbrm. mouth o! tlv pnvm wicket yawned 

• the tltfdaw of the cold wafh {til 
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If** tfnnfcwf Paju/- n^itfy — said he would M 
him know, 

*' ity fhtrt b ill in Ansfralia— f may have to sail 
at oner." K* said, lying glibly, that he might leave 
good excuse behind him. 

"Mu*grave. too. want* you to ride Loosefish 
lor him. Now that you’ve shown as what you can 
do, you'd have no end of mounts." said Payne. 
" It wasn't your first day between the flags, old 
chap. Some one said — Oirkson's trainer, I think — 
that your seat reminded him of Hampshire, a poor 
young chap who went under years ago, and a wander 
to ride, he said " 

**A young fellow who went under years ago." 
They sung hts requiem thus, and he stood, quick to 
bear it echo above the coffin of wliat he had been. 

** Well have a hunt to-day," said Freddie. " This 
place is a certain find, with our very best bit of 
country in front. We often slip through a pasture 
valley here, leasing the plough on either side.” 

The spinney was a sheltered one. with a tangle 
of undergrowth giving good cover for a fox. Hounds 
clashed in, and were scarcely across the low hedge 
when a long-drawn note proclaimed there seas 
something there. Old Sandow rang it out ; Hnsic 
and Merriman, dashing to the sound, confirmed it 
It was taken up until the wood rang to a sheer 
clash of melody. Horses stood shivering, with 
cocked ears and open, snuffing nostrils. They 
loved a hunt as dearly as their masters, and this 
burst of music maddened them. Hen shoved their 
bats down and took up their reins. 
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The ever-present band of the unwilling was 
loudest in uneasy joy. " Hope to Heaven he 
won't get in, as he did last time, or run back to 
Monkshill ; that would be a sell.” While all the 
time their longing eyes were fixed upon that line, 
for there were a long lane and bnes of gates leading 
all the way to the woodlands. The line to Cheriton, 
a six-mile point, lay over holding grass fields, fenced 
by wide banks and straggling hedges, with the 
Grover, a formidable brook winding in and out like 
a silver snake. A man must sit down and ride if 
he meant to see hounds run across the Chenton 
Vale. It carried a scent at all times, and they 
would be Tunning up-wind all day. 

A moment’s silence. " Got to ground again— 
disgraceful ' " growled Munday Payne, who hated 
a fence as his natural enemy 

There had been no neglect in stopping this time, 
but their fox, an old customer, finding the place 
too hot to hold him. had doubled sharply back 
where the undergrowth was thickest, and, having 
gained a slight advantage, had slipped away under 
the second whip's nose, his grey-flecked mask set 
straight for Cheriton Woods. 

" Go — on-away 1 ” Goodstali’s shrill young voice 
rang the great news out lustily. 

Sharp toot on the horn; the master fleeting 
round the cover and crashing through a thick hedge 
at the end of it, an awkward, straggling fence 
with a ditch at the taking-off side. But the gate 
was half a field away. See them drive out of the 
crowd, the thrusters who know no fear, and love 
16 
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Down on to spongy, holding pasture, where scent 
was not quite so good. But there was no resem- 
blance of a check. How they drove on t Now 
old Sandow had the lead, now Melody, now Bustler. 
Here, when their fox had turned, the leaders over- 
ran it, and the side hounds drove in, making it good 
in a second. They threw their tongues again and 
again, as they swung along the bank and out into 
'a higher field 

"The best scenting-day we've had.” The 
master, on a wiry black, came up beside Reeves. 
" Rare good mare of yours,” he added. 

“ More than good ’’ Reeves patted the damp 
grey neck. He was happy as he had not been for 
years. All troubles were forgotten ; there was 
nothing on earth but the game little mare be- 
neath him. as she strode on with her easy, elastic 
stride, the pied wave of the straining pack on his 
left, the soft wind cool on his face, the joy of the 
big fences flung behind, with never a falter or mis- 
take. Over went a raking chestnut at an ugly hedge 
and ditch ; his grey dropped over light as a feather, 
well clear of the ditch. Some one else down at a 
bank ; a roanng horse was visibly distressed beside 
him ; the mare went as easily as if at exercise. 

There are joys in this life of ours, but perhaps 
the clean joy of a hunt overshadows them all. It 
is bom on a grey winter’s morning to die on a cool 
winter’s evening, and to be bom again and again 
so long as there is youth in us to go forth, nerve 
enough to love it with no qualms of fear, and money 
enough to buy the generous screw which loves it 
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gallop ? They swept on through moist, spongy land, 
churning it to the horses’ fetlocks, causing flanks 
to heave and wide nostrils to dilate. Then they 
left the soft piece behind, for fortunately there was 
a slope of hard ground between the soft and the 
stream. A splash of silver as the hounds dashed 
in, their dripping bodies showing as they clambered 
out, and flung themselves again upon the line. 
Then the master’s horse, quickening his stride, 
rising with an easy, long bound and leaving the 
streak of water behind. Could the grey mare 
jump water? She cocked her ears, shortened her 
strides, and the question was answered— the stream 
was a fence well finished with 

Splash ' Splash ! Two horses, jumping short, 
two dripping men clambering to land, cooled the 
ardour of many who were irresolute before. Bridles 
were tightened, heads turned, some one asked for 
a bridge, and but twelve of the field— two of them 
at least a stone heavier than when they had started 
— got over the stream. The first bridge was a mile 
away, and with a closely fenced country to be 
crossed. The shirkers saw no more of the hunt. 
Violet's cob had got over with a scramble. Freddie’s 
thoroughbred had slipped on, taking off, and he was 
one of the wet ones, but he galloped on, with, for 
the time, all his sorrows forgotten, his muddy face 
alight with joy. 

A turn to the right after they had crossed the 
stream, a field or two of plough to steady the pace, 
and they ran into a plantation of Scotch fir, planted 
thinly. " Wire!” A voice called the warning. 
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gallop ? They swept on through moist, spongy land, 
churning it to the horses’ fetlocks, causing flanks 
to heave and wide nostrils to dilate. Then they 
left the soft piece behind, for fortunately there was 
a slope of hard ground between the soft and the 
stream. A splash of silver as the hounds dashed 
in, their dripping bodies showing as they clambered 
out, and flung themselves again upon the line. 
Then the master’s horse, quickening his stride, 
rising with an easy, long bound and leaving the 
streak of water behind. Could the grey mare 
jump water ? She cocked her ears, shortened her 
strides, and the question was answered— the stream 
was a fence well finished with. 

Splash I Splash ! Two horses, jumping short, 
two dripping men clambenng to land, cooled the 
ardour of many who were irresolute before. Bridles 
were tightened, heads turned, some one asked for 
a bndge, and but twelve of the field — two of them 
at least a stone heavier than when they had started 
— got over the stream. The first bridge was a mile 
away, and with a closely fenced country to be 
crossed. The shirkers saw no more of the hunt. 
Violet’s cob had got over with a scramble. Freddie’s 
thoroughbred had slipped on, taking off, and he was 
one of the wet ones, but he galloped on, with, for 
the time, all his sorrows forgotten, liis muddy face 
alight with joy. 

A turn to the right after they had crossed the 
stream, a field or two of plough to steady the pace, 
and they ran into a plantation of Scotch fir, planted 
thinly. “ Wire 1 " A voice called the warning. 
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V* lenre mihidr the plantation— a low bank and 
rail— was topped by three thick strands of wire. 
Nipper* were ont in a second; but as the whip? 
sprang down, and the first strand parted with a 
png of remonstrance. the men saw the fence was 
now unjumpahle. for on the far side the owner, a 
growling, ill-tempered young farmer, had run np 
a Stout wooden paling The wood straggled for 
nearly n mile — hounds were streaking up the next 
field. By the time they had galloped their horses 
round, the pack would t** out of sight. In one 
comer the ditch was covered by a wooden stile, 
high and stiff and firmly made— an ugly jump to 
come at straight, but here out of a comer, with no 
space to take off, and but little to land, almost im- 
possible. Reeves took his Irish mare by the head, 
and, as he did so, Freddie Floyd's brown chested 
the top rail and fell helplessly. He could not jump 
there now, but he spied a spot on the far side of 
the ditch where there was a gap in the rails. He 
had heard of the cleverness of Insh horses; what 
if he jumped her off the bank where they had cut 
the wire into the ditch, and then up the far side? 
The grey mare snuffed at the deep drop, seemed 
to know by instinct what was wanted ; in a second 
they were floundering on the damp but firm bottom 
of the ditch, and m another, with an almost per- 
pendicular bound, a convulsive struggle and twist 
of her active quarters, they were through the 
gap in the rails and away alone behind the vanishing 
pack. 

Men were hammering at the stout timber ; he 
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had slipped out unnoticed, and he heard a shout as 
they saw him. He patted the grey mare’s neck, 
he laughed aloud for the sheer joy of living, for the 
Strong life between his knees, the wind upon his face, 
the pack driving so steadily ahead. His thirty- 
pound screw had beaten everything. Over a low 
hedge, on and off a broad bank, fields growing lighter 
as they ran up the slope leading to Clieriton Woods, 
dark against the grey sky 
Freddie, who had picked himself up, was a short 
distance behind ; the rest of the field had knocked 
the stile down and were coming on, some way back. 

The grey mare, striding along easily, cocked her 
ears, as a bloodthirsty burst of music came from 
the pack — they had viewed their fox, " Yow-oo- 
00,” till the world echoed to it. Straining each limb 
now, tense faces set for blood Blood they would 
have. A sound to drive men mad, to set tired 
horses striding as if the long gallop had never been ; 
but what to the tired fox struggling ahead? Turn- 
ing blindly down a hedgerow, stretching out again 
with one last hopeless effort, stealing half a field 
to lose it again— but gallant to the last, trying to 
reach Cheriton. Hot breaths close on him — a last 
turn ; bared teeth snapping in impotent bravery 
gashing Melody’s shoulder — and then the end was 
swift. 

Over it, as the whips dashed up, rang the merry 
death-cry of the hunt. One had suffered to make 
many happy. 

Reeves stood by the grey mare ; she was blown, 
but not distressed; there was blood in her veins 
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It looked as if some angry, shy children had pulled 
with strong fingers, rending the vapours into strange 
tortured shapes— rags and wisps of green and 
indigo and white, with a sulky gleam of light behind 
them, where the sun was hidden. 

Violet yawned ; an afternoon, with no fixed 
employment, stretched emptily before her. Reeves 
was not coming back ; Freddie — the new Freddie— 
whose attitude filled her with puzzled resentment, 
would read a book or play bridge instead of hanging 
on her words. Oh, Claxton was too dull, and she 
was really going to upset her people by a week-end 
at a house she knew she ought not to stay at ; in 
the meantime, her naughty little brain had thought 
ol something to do. 

“ Mr. Reeves " — she rode up to him, speaking in 
low tones — “you've promised me tea. Bake the 
damper this afternoon, and I will come to eat it.” 

“ I ” — he looked startled, the fever of the 
gallop was growing cold, and he remembered he 
bad many things to do — " I’m afraid, Butterfly, 
I should have no flowerdew ready. Better eat 
hot scones at Claxton. Besides, 1 am alone." 

Her face set mutinously. 

" Heat the ashes — bake the damper,” she said. 
" I may come.” She pulled back then to talk to 
some one else, and he hardly knew whether she 
meant to come, or was joking. 

A great sadness crept upon him. He was seeing 
his last of these kindly, careless people — would 
never ride with them, never speak to them again. 
Now all he asked was to slip from their lives— a 
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m*rc stranger who had pleased them— and Jem 
no jarring not*; behind. 

Hampshire — th** convict. There was actual pain 
at th*» thought of their hurt, astonished faces. He 
ashM few things of life, hut he asked this now, 
humbly and earnestly— one boon from the Unseen 
Powers, one mercy in a tragic life— to let him 
Vanish, and appear no treacherous thief to them. 
With some touch of a child's faith he form'd his 
prayer, and believed it would be answered. 

The long walls of Barham rose grey and cold 
before them ; neglected trees stretched their 
branches over it ; great cracks and fissures, all 
Unmended, showing in the stone-work. The iron 
gates lolled open ; the lodge was empty, and there 
was no one to keep them shut. 

Far up the avenue one could catch a glimpse of 
the house. A big homelike place, if any one had 
kept it up. A tlnn grey spiral of smoke trailed 
from one chimney — faithful Mrs. Hodge, not for- 
getting him, had made a fire. He thought Kith 
some impatience of the warm dining-room at Clax- 
ton, and then with a shrug of distaste at what his 
own meal would be — an egg, a slice of bacon, the 
hot smell of cooking in the big gloomy room. He 
had grown fastidious at Claxton. 

" We part here ” — despite himself his voice rang 
drearily. “No, it’s very good of you. Elverton, 
but I must get back. I've so much to do.” 

" Servants coming and so on ? " said Sir Henry 
genially. 

" If they come at all now. I greatly fear I may 
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have to get away at once — to my sister. We — ” 
if only his voice would not shake — “ we may never 
meet again, and you don’t know how I thank you." 
" For a night or two’s lodging — nonsense, man/’ 
*' For far more than that. For kindness to a 
lonely stranger." 

” Look at all you’ve done for us. Come back, 
old boy, if only to ride Hotspur again." 

" I came in for troublous times, too,” Reeves 
went on. " But, I hope the emeralds will be 
lomd." 

'* Oh, they will— they will ” The same look of 
uneasiness crossed Sir Henry's bluff face Again 
Reeves wondered what maggot of suspicion bur- 
rowed in the simple squire’s brain. 

*' If, then, as I fear, I may have news. I’ll say 
good-bye.” He stood by the big weight-carrier, 
and Sir Henry's strong hand dosed on the delicate 
one held out to him, and crushed it till Reeves 
smiled and winced 

“ If I could." The man’s voice came with almost 
a moan. " If I could, Floyd Will you take the 
mare now. I’ll run up. If I want her next week 
l'U ask you for a nde ” 

Of course, Freddie reached for the bridle, remon- 
strated, argued feebly, and finally took the reins. 
The grey mare hung back a httle, knowing her 
stable. Then, with a last chorus of good-byes, they 
all clattered round the bend in the road. 

It was over. He drew a long breath. He had 
braved the dangers and escaped. He would not 
see them again, but they would never know him 
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CHAPTER XIV 

VIOLET COES OUT TO TEA 

W HEN the motor had gone away from Claxtdh, 
and Evelyn Gcrvaise was left alone, she 
could not rest or read, or settle to do anything. 
Lady Elverton breakfasted upstairs, lamenting her 
lost jewels — discussing her sorrows with her tearful 
maid. 

** Why would not Sir Henry send for some one 
really good > Why did he trust to J ones, who 
measured all the footsteps outside the bilhard-roojjj 
and found they fitted his own boot 3 What do e s 
Sir Henry think 3 " shot out m'lady, in staccato 
tones, sitting up in bed with a sudden access of 
energy. " He won’t look at it seriously ” 

Marvin hung her head, and let innocence paint 
a wave of red upon her sallow cheeks. Surely it 
^.could not be her ? 

i 4 ItVrV one in the house, m’lady,” she said 
"Ir^" 1 ones. *' One can see that." 

^see anything in Sir Henry," declaimed 

f -ntly. " Only this time he won't 
Marvin I’m — I’m sick for ir,y 
d Susie Elverton, who was over forty, 
lid. She was honestly broken do\yn 
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room. If Ernest had never been a thief, and she, 
in her intolerance, her cloak of trite righteousness, 
had helped to doom him ? 

What a merry, dare-devil boy he had been then ; 
the thought of taking the necklace for her to wear 
would have been a mischievous delight to him. 
But he had stolen, not for her, but to pay his debts, 
she told herself angrily, scorning the new self in her 
which dared to doubt the proven facts, and would 
have listened to romance — stolen then, and had 
come among them now to steal again, to take the 
emeralds. " Rest assured." he had sard in that 
cold, tired voice, " Lady Elvcrton shall suffer no 
loss from me” He would send them back then, 
before he got away— if he got away. Footsteps 
made her heart beat wildly It was only James 
coming with coal for the fire, but she was afraid 
of everything Why had he not done as she had 
begged him~ieft two days before ’ She was 
afraid of Harold Begbie She dreaded the cold 
suspicion in his eyes. 

Back again to the hall How the morning 
dragged — the hours seemed leaden-footed. If this 
day were only over, she might breathe more 
freely. 

Wheels crunclung on the gravel A hired fly 
drew up at the house, and from it descended Harold 
Begbie, in his hard, thick overcoat, and with him 
a dapper, smug htlle roan who earned a black case 
in his arms. A policeman wearing a womed ex- 
pression rode on the front seat. Up went her 
heart again, choking her Oh, the man ivas only 
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room. If Ernest had never been a thief, and she, 
in her intolerance, her cloak of trite righteousness, 
had helped to doom him ? 

What a merry, dare-devil boy he had been then ; 
the thought of taking the necklace for her to wear 
would have been a mischievous delight to him. 
But he had stolen, not for her, but to pay his debts, 
she told herself angnly, scorning the new self in her 
which dared to doubt the proven facts, and would 
have listened to romance —stolen then, and had 
come among them now to steal again, to take the 
emeralds. " Rest assured," he had said in that 
cold, tired voice. “ Lady Elvcrton shall suffer no 
loss from me” He would send them back then, 
before he got away— if he got away Footsteps 
made her heart beat wildly. It was only James 
coming with coal for the fire, but she was afraid 
of everything Why had he not done as she had 
begged him— left two days before 5 She was 
afraid of Harold Bcghie She dreaded the cold 
suspicion in his eyes 

Back again to the hall How the morning 
dragged— the hours seemed leaden-footed. If this 
day were only over, she might breathe more 
freely. 

Wheels crunching on the gras-el A hired fly 
drew up at the house, and from it descended Harold 
Begbie, in his hard, thick overcoat, and with him 
a dapper, smug little man who earned a black case 
in his arms. A policeman wearing a worried ex* 
pression rode on the front seat. Up went her 
heart again, choking her. Oh, the man was only 
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room. It Ernest had never been a tHef. and sL?. 
in her intolerance, her cloak of trite righteousness, 
had helped to doom him ? 

What a merry, dare-devil boy he had been tbs; 
the thought of taking the necklace for her to wsr 
would have been a mischievous delight to tin. 
But he had stolen, notfor her, but to pay his dries, 
she told herself angrily, scorning the new sri/ in t=r 
which dared to doubt the proven facts, and wnm5 
have listened to romance— stolen then, arxf had 
come among them now to steal again, to fair tie 
emeralds. " Rest assured,” he had sari t rial 
cold, tired voice, “ Lady Elvertra shall srzr do 
loss from me." He would send i!yn fim; 
before he got away— if he got znx. FoctsC^s 
made her heart beat wildly. It was arir /crocs 
coming with coal for the fce, brt she 
of everything Why had he not as fir iri 
begged him— left two divs b£rr? Se rs 
afraid of Harold Begbie. She fir c£* 
suspicion in his eyes. 
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gems. Few women had such flawless skins, such 
lustrous golden hair ; jewels seemed to gather light 
and fire against either. 

" Or one might have a great flower,” he went on, 
“ for your veil. Turquoises would show well. Put 
the box down, Mr. Grant,” he said to the dapper 
little man he had brought with him ; " 1 think we 
shall have time now" 

" It will be difficult,” she said, her voice sounding 
hollow. What had he talked to Granby about, 
who was unsuspecting, taking things quietly? 
She worked herself into a fever of unrest 

" You mean a difficult choice 1 " Harold Begbie, 
with the deliberation of movement which had often 
worried her before, unstrapped a small flat case, 
taking out some books of designs. " We shall see 
the effect of the real stones to-day," he said, gloating 
over his treasures. " Carefully now, Mr. Grant ; 
we shall undo the stones in the boudoir ; yes, that 
will do. You will be cateful not to leave them for 
a moment unless 1 take over the charge. Yes; 
precisely. ’’ 

A clatter of hoofs, a rattle of voices ; Begbie looked 
up with a start of ill-humour. 

“ They are back from hunting.” he said imtably ; 
“ they will want luncheon at once How very 
annoying. Better put it off now until — say, three 
o'clock, Evelyn In the little boudoir, Mr. Grant. 
Will you kindly take the case to my room for the 
present ? I will sit with it there while you take 
refreshment.” 

With a rush of fresh air the fox-hunters came 

. 
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gcim. Few women had such flawless skins, such 
lustrous golden hair ; jewels seemed to gather light 
and fire against either. 

" Or one might have a great flower." he went on. 
" for your veil. Turquoises would show well. Put 
the box down. Mr Grant," he said to the dapper 
little man he had brought with him ; " T think we 
shall have time now." 

" It wall be difficult." she said, her voice sounding 
hollow What liad he talked to Granby about, 
who was unsuspecting, taking things quietly ? 
She worked herself into a fever of unrest 

*' You mean a diflicult choice f " Harold Bcgbie, 
with the deliberation of movement which had often 
worried tier before, unstrapped a small flat case, 
taking out some books of designs ” We shall see 
the effect of the real stones to-day." he said, gloating 
over his treasures “ Carefully now, Mr. Grant ; 
we sliall undo the stones in the boudoir , yes, that 
will do. You will be careful not to leave them for 
a moment unless I take over the charge. Yes ; 
precisely." 

A clatter of hoofs, a rattle of voices , Bcgbie looked 
up with a start of ill-humour. 

" They are back from hunting." he said irritably ; 
" they will want luncheon at once. How very 
annoying. Better put it off now until — say, three 
o’clock, Evelyn. In the little boudoir, Mr. Grant. 
Will you kindly take the case to my room for the 
present? 1 will sit with it there while you take 
refreshment." 

With a rush of fresh air the fox-hunters came 
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" Or one might have a great flower," he went on, 
*' for your veil. Turquoises would show well. Put 
the box down. Mr. Grant." he said to the dapper 
little man he had brought with him ; ** I think we 
shall have time now " 

" It will lie difficult," she said, her voice sounding 
hollow. What had he talked to Granby about, 
who was unsuspecting, taking things quietly ? 
She worked herself into a fever of unrest. 

*' You mean a difficult choice ! ” Harold Bogbie, 
with the deliberation of movement which had often 
worried her before, unstrapped a small flat case, 
taking out some books of designs. " We shall see 
the effect of the real stones to-day," he said, gloating 
over his treasures " Carefully now, Mr. Grant ; 
we sliall undo the stones in the boudoir ; yes, that 
will do. You wall be careful not to leave them for 
a moment unless I take over the diargc. Yes; 
precisely,” 

A clatter of hoofs, a rattle of voices ; Begbie looked 
up with a start of ill-humour 

" They are back from hunting,” he said irritably ; 
" they will want luncheon at once How very 
annoying. Better put it off now until — say, three 
o’clock, Evelyn. In the little boudoir. Mr. Grant. 
Wifi you kindly take the case to my room for the 
present ? I will sit with it there while you take 
refreshment.' 1 

With a rush of fresh air the fox-hunters came 
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” If* is hunting f<«> Her lip; were dry, she 
fn, lM vjfirly sprite 

Th* h«*»vv footed , i|i*t un«' tu mr-ft his master. 

< mild ^ .it thrir *pe.iking earnestly. 

“ N»t rummi; )>i k here • ' IVgbii* loo k«J per- 
turfyrl " U> have run i cmt nsk. Granby. 
N«f .itallahrmed \‘>'i vi\ - Taking things quietly* 
perhaps to . t»ut f shall win- Evelyn "—his 
hindt hovered with .1 certain tenderness over the 
Mack brow-. l.impr-i| i .n>- — " the stones are here, 
and I have got the designs Is there time, do you 
think, before luncheon to thoroughly decide on your 
wedding jewels J Von will be a very lucky woman, 
Evelyn, on that day For the moment he forgot 
everything m hi> passion for his glittering toys. 

“ The blue diamond. Evelyn ; the black pearls ; 
then this string and ornament, which we must think 
out to show against your white gown. 1 think a 
great butterfly' might catch your veil — stars and 
half-moons are hackneyed; but a butterfly, say, 
of sapphires, against your fair hair — sapphires, with 
legs of finest diamonds." He eyed her proudly, hut 
dispassionately". She was at the moment nothing 
personal, but a human background to his beloved 
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gems. Few women had such flawless skins, such 
lustrous golden hair ; jewels seemed to gather light 
and fire against either. 

" Or one might have a great flower,” he went on, 
“ for your veil. Turquoises would show well. Put 
the box down, Mr. Grant,” he said to the dapper 
little man he had brought with him ; " I think we 
shall have time now." 

" It will be difficult,” she said, her voice sounding 
hollow. What had he talked to Granby about, 
who was unsuspecting, taking things quietly? 
She worked herself into a fever of unrest. 

*' You mean a difficult choice 1 ” Harold Begbie, 
with the deliberation of movement which had often 
worried her before, unstrapped a small flat case, 
taking out some books of designs. ” We shall see 
the effect of the real stones to-day,” he said, gloating 
over his treasures. ” Carefully now, Mr. Grant ; 
we shall undo the stones in the boudoir ; yes, that 
will do. You will be careful not to leave them for 
a moment unless l take over the charge. Yes ; 
precisely." 

A clatter of hoofs, a rattle of voices ; Begbie looked 
up with a start of ill-humour. 

" They are back from hunting,” he said irritably; 
“ they will want luncheon at once. How very 
annoying. Better put it off now until — say, three 
o’clock, Evelyn. In the httle boudoir, Sir. Grant. 
Will you kindly take the case to my room for the 
present ? I will sit with it there while you take 
refreshment.” 

With a . * ' ' ' - 
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Hooping In. Th*y were fall of lb* hant-what 
a R*!fop it had b~n ; how they had craned the 
river— Violet hwl jumped If; knv the honours o! 
thf city by with R«;ves— they told how he had 
KI almost throughout ; how ho had pounded them 
all out of the wood, and then been alone with the 
hotindt until, three fw|<U from Chariton, they lolled. 

Such a mare — such a man to ride; slipping 
actually into the ditch and out where there was a 
pp in the railing!. Nothing but an Irish horse 
could have done it. Freddie had bought the mare. 
Mr. Reeves was going away at once— ha sister was 
ill. All this, and more, Violet prattled out, with a 
km chorus from Sir Henry, and Evelyn listened 
with strange thrills which were half pain, and bitterly 
dose to pride. How he could ride, her one-time 
lover— fearlessly and so quietly. Now he was going 
away, and would trouble her no more, and that, too, 
was half pain and half a great relief. 

** He's so peculiar. Esse." said Violet, perching 
on a chair-arm and swinging her well-booted feet. 

" You know, I believe he’s a millionaire — one of 
these great big Australian people come down to make 
his own friends, and see what it’s like when one 
isn’t feted for one’s money.” Decision was firm 
in Violet's heart — she meant to be at Barham to 
tea. Before she went to change, she slipped a bicycle 
from its stand, with a shudder of distaste, for she 
disliked bicycling, and put it outside the conserva- 
tory door. It was an easy place to get away from, 
with a shadowy path which hid one almost im- 
mediately from any watchers in the windows. 
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Violet loved mysteries. Alter a second thought 
she wheeled the bicycle farther away, leaving it in 
the shadow of the trees, and then ran to change. 

Freddie and Sir Henry had already dumped off ; 
Evelyn was alone again. The clock seemed to drag 
to-day. If only she were sure that Reeves had 
really gone. She heard Begbie’s harsh voice up- 
stairs, speaking to Freddie, but could not hear 
what they said ; as Freddie went on, Begbie came 
downstairs. He went to the bureau in the hall, 
and took up the telegraph-forms ; then rang the 
bell. 

"Send this, James, please; sixpence— precisely." 
He counted out four pennies and put two stamps, 
extracted slowly from a pocket-book, with them. 
Who was the wire to ? Evelyn longed to know. 
Each trivial incident to-day seemed a mountain of 
fate to her. 

" Wiring about anything important, Harold ? " 
she said, trying to speak carelessly. 

He turned to look at her with a curious, dry 
smile. 

" Yes,” he answered ; “ yes, my dear. That 

will do, James,” and he went upstairs again quickly. 
The jewel-case was unguarded in his room. 

Should she follow James and ask ? What would 
the man think ? Evelyn jumped up, and then 
shook her head impatiently. Why should she 
imagine things ? It was only some wire about a 
sale or purchase. 

James reappeared at the door. 

" Beg pardon, miss, there's a word 1 can't mak e 
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f»nf. Sfm m!" or min nf**— Mr. JVgbtV do writi 
naM^d. mt« *’ 

picked np the lined whif** form. It to 
undoubtedly 

' Sfm safe Will meet 5 40 — Bfcbie." 

“ It »» «»fe.' J im« ' die vnd. her voice faltering. 

** Thank you. mm " James went off contented. 

Hint did it mean 3 Who wai safe ? Why 
vho'ik! IVgbte meet the five-forty 3 Had it any- 
thin?: to do with Mr Crf.int. now lunching hurriedly 
on cofij l«eef anil pi< kies > If it applied to Reeves, 
why mrntion the five forty 3 No, it could not 
have anything to do with him. Puzzling her brains, 
she went to her room to put on some of the jewels 
her finned liked to we her use. to load her slim 
fingers with heavy rings, and then go down to 
luncheon. 

Every one seemed so hungry a3 she played with 
her food. The steam of hot cutlets and smoking 
potatoes made her feel ill It was an interminable 
meal to her — relays of sweets, savouries, cake, coffee;, 
it was something when cigarettes were lighted, and 
the blue haze dnfted across the flower-decked table. 

Something seemed to have given way in her brain. 
She had, from too much thought, lost the power to 
think coherently. Voices irritated her, but she 
scarcely knew what they said. Begbse’s hard tones 
seemed to be louder than the others', as he broke 
across rhapsodies ol hound and horse with his 
constant prate of his jewels. # 
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Sir Henry blazed out about the brook. How 
the old horse had actually cleared it — who said the 
Mite was underbred now ? The thin voice drowned 
the big one. 

Did they know what a burglar would find to-day, 
if he broke in? All his best stones waiting for 
Evelyn to choose from, to settle on her wedding 
jewels; and time pressed. 

"Fancy diving in among rubies and diamonds, 
as if you were going to string beads," said Violet 
flippantly. “ Let one fall on the floor for me, Evie." 

*' Do you approve, Miss St. Maur, of a string of 
coloured diamonds and black pearls ? My own 
idea," asked Begbie. 

" Barbanc," she answered. " Why not make a 
great frame, Mr. Begbie, all jewels, and just let 
Evie walk under it up the aisle — a shadow in white, 
just to show she’s there 5 " said naughty Violet. 
“ The bride under a canopy of gems. You couldn’t 
beat that, you know." 

“ Miss St. Maur is pleased to be amusing,” snarled 
Begbie. 

Evelyn could hear them wrangling, with a vague 
impatience, but no real sense of what they were 
saying. 

“ Oh, how the cob went to-day.” Violet’s face was 
alight now. The memory of the gallop drowned a 
brief pang of envy for the jewels. "Freddie, I’ll 
take a mount on the grey mare, now it's yours.” 

" Whenever you like," he said quietly — " that is 
when I am here again. I leave next week — oo 
Monday, I fear.” 
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the truly feminine idea that making herself a little 
uncomfortable must be direct revenge upon a man, 
she walked to the window, pressing her pretty nose 
agamst the glass. 

How dreary the evening had grown— the low 
clouds massed in inky smudges, with frayed edges of 
brown and grey. A cold wind tore whooping 
through the trees, and already a brisk patter of rain 
was falling. It was a most unpleasing afternoon. 

But the long afternoon stretched interminably. 
She might, of course, help Evelyn to choose designs, 
and grow sick with envy over the glitter of the jewels. 
The idea of tea at Barham, with the distant propriety 
of the scrubber in the kitchen, allured her. 

She wanted to see Reeves again. It would be fun 
to take tea with him alone m one of the big, badly 
furnished rooms— to rate a man’s clumsiness as he 
buttered bread and poured out tea. Violet’s 
imagination was lively enough to conjure up little 
scenes, with herself as the central figure of the piece- 
The dainty, pretty girl helping over the teacups-r-his 
last memory of England. How he would thank her 
for coming, and if he really were a millionaire, and said 
anything, then Freddie . . . but here her lip drooped 
again, and it was two minutes before she rushed off 
to the conservatory to ruthlessly despoil some lily- 
of-the-valley and fasten a big fragrant bunch into her 
blouse. “ He said he loved it," laughed Miss Violet, 
all dimples and mischief again The ride through 
the wind might be tiring, but any other way of going 
would betray her, and the idea of her tea-party grew 
upon her. How shocked and angry Freddie would 
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5ff. tlrghtr, mi«, h wading dmcmtairj lit 
life** yon to come at once." 

"1 am coming.” But she did not stir. "Hie 
letters were not burnt yet 

5to«ly one was dropped into the fire; it caught, 
flared, turned to black cinder, with love words 
standing bleakly phm No, she could not bear 
that. With another «ol». she ran to the old box 
and pushed the letters in Inside a little topaz neck- 
let, and a faded, worthless, turquoise ring. 

" Evelyn f " An irate knock at her door. " I 
have waited for an hour, and I have business later 
on. Will you come at once > " 

It was Harold Begbie. somewhat ludicrously out 
of breath, with the bos of jewels tucked under 
one careful arm. 

*' I— am sorry . I forgot the time." 

*' Unpunctuality is detestable. Kindly come at 
once; this will take time.” He turned, going 
away deliberately, as he did all things, with the 
box carried in both hands now. 

Evelyn smoothed her mass of fair hair, she 
glanced at the glittering stones upon her fingers, 
and slowly followed him ; but she took the tur- 
quoise ring out and slipped it into her pocket. At 
Ihc foot of the stairs he was stopped by James, 
jxceedingly excited. 

Mr. Jones was in the library with Sir Henry. 
iVould Mr. Begbie go in at once ? — they had a clue. 

Begbie smiled indulgently. He laid the case upon 
he table, snicking back the spring lock. Susie 
rjvexton, declaiming indignantly that she had given 
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every particular and did not believe the things would 
ever be found, went flitting across the dim old 
hall. A huge log fire spluttered and crackled, 
flinging flashes bf light on glittering armour, re- 
flected in the polished oaken floor. Home, har- 
monious and lovable ; and Emest Reeves was away 
in the dreary, half-furnished Barham rooms, getting 
ready for flight. 

Evelyn bent over the case — they were trajrs of 
glittering precious things— lifting cunningly one 
from another. Here, m a bttle inner case, were 
the coloured diamonds (the well-known historic 
pink gem which carried the weight of murders 
and thefts and dishonour on its rosy, flashing 
breast), the three yellow gems, another blue, the 
Queen of France's sapphire (two men had been 
beheaded for that, and others had schemed and 
murdered for its placid blue beauty). Evelyn lifted 
them softly. Was not Begbie rash to bring them 
all down like that 5 True, Grant sat drearily in 
the hall outside. 

A brisk rustle of skirts and clatter of high heels ; 
and Violet, very winsome, in a deep blue dress, 
came rushing in. 

“ Oh, Evie, it's my cap. Shall I wear this scarlet 
velvet one, or this to match the dress ? ” 

The little coquette perched the scarlet cap on 
her fluffy curls, turning and preening — then put on 
the soberer blue. 

" The blue, without doubt," said Evelyn gravely. 

“ Oh, I knew it was, myself, but I love the other.” 
Violet flung the red tam-o’-shanter, wrapped in a, 
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briskly. ** You are the wax figure. Mr. Begbie’s 
wife and diamonds stop the way. Even royalty 
will be outshone. You lucky girl. What a lot 
that thing in your hands has on its conscience. 
Some one murdered the Comtesse de la Place for 
that, didn’t they > ” 

“ Two men — they were guillotined. And Maxime 
de Paille shot himself because he was ruined for 
its price. And Lulu Vallie took poison when she 
found she must sell it They are not holy things, 
these historical stones." 

“ What's holy — that’s worth money ? ” said 
Violet, laughing. “ Now choose well. But don't 
have black pearls and coloured diamonds like a 
nigger set in jam. Bye, bye. I’m off.” 

" Where to ? ” Evelyn asked. 

“ For a little spin on a bicycle. Nice weather," 
she pointed, shuddering, at the rainy evening, then 
ran off through the conservatory. 

” To see Ernest, perhaps.” Evelyn laid the 
sapphire down. “ She is capable of anything in 
her mischievous way.” 

Violet stood at the conservatory door. Some^ 
thing in Evelyn's face touched her. 

" I wouldn't care to lass a jewel-peg,” she 
murmured, dimpling, and ran back again. "Oh, 
cheer up ; think of next season,” she cried, kissing 
Evelyn affectionately. 

“ Poor little, kind feather-brain 1 " Evelyn bent 
over her case, with tears in her eyes. *' She means 
well. A question for the gods— Is it better to be 
bom with a heart which has never known softness. 




CHAPTER XV 

A DIFFICULT CHOICE 

B EBGIE pulled out his watch. He glanced at 
the stones, and turned on the electric lights. 
The soft radiance flooded the little room, falling 
on the precious things nestling on their velvet 
beds. 

" I have so little tune," said Begbie querulously. 
" My hour has been swept away by your delay and 
this foolish call from our local Sheriock Holmes. 
I went to hear him prate in his folly. Ah, I see 
you have already selected that pendant design. 
It will be admirable for the big sapphire. There 
are other wonderful things here, you know, Evelyn. 
The Stuart beryls— they want resetting ; the Lenisby 
rubies. But I can rely upon your taste ; and I 
must leave you soon Grant will stay at the door 
all the time, so you need not feel uneasy.” He 
bolted the door of the conservatory as he spoke. 
“ Yes.” She watched him listlessly. 

The shaded lights made the room look cosy and 
bright, but no one had drawn the curtains, and 
the dun, tom night mouthed faint and wan at the 
window, the pale radiance of a crescent moon 
*73 18 



A Difficult Choice 275 

against some unset diamonds, watching how the 
cold fire and sparkle threw up the quiet blue. 

" Muttering," said Begbie coldly, " is a bad habit, 
Evelyn.” 

" Tell me ” — she swung upon him suddenly, the 
blue and white stones in her hands — '* tell me, 
Harold, what are all these things worth ? ” 

" Worth ? ’’ A pleased smile creased his hard face. 
11 That would indeed be hard to say, Evelyn. You 
realise, then, theit great value, and these are only 
part — I must remind you — part of what I have 
gathered. You wish to know the worth of these 
stones here. Um To be precise, 1 should have 
to work it all out ” 

" They would buy a soul, wouldn’t they ? — a 
sou! ? " she whispered now, hystena clutching at 
her throat. 

" My dear Evelyn. I don't understand. Souls are 
matters for our spiritual directors. Don’t stare like 
that, I beg Now, my dear, put your heart into 
it, for I have not much time. I have to meet the 
five-forty from London " 

“ Man safe — come five-forty.’’ She remembered 

the wire. 

" Why ? ” she burst out feverishly, the jewels 
slipping from her hands. " Why ? " She ques- 
tioned as one who would have an answer. 

*' Evelyn, you've dropped them." He fell upon 
his knees, slowly and painfully, advancing several 
caustic statements as to her extreme carelessness, 
and the absolute danger of jewels of worth rolling 
upon carpets. 
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ed you all. I, cleverer than the rest, mistrusted 
Why should this gentleman at large live 
: in crazy Barham without a servant, without 
ing soul to sec where he went to at night ? Why, 
,ked myself, should this sudden crop of bur- 
ies arise precisely at the time this stranger 
e amongst us ? ” 

tie listened breathlessly, one hand upon her 
rt, her eyes frozen upon hun. Oh, how blind 
had been, not to understand that wire, not to 
e sent warning Freddie, in hts big chair, sat 
a little and peered out. 

1 Hanged old beast 1 " slid out Freddie softly, 
ween his teeth. 

'You all welcomed him. He was no doubt a 
aid of yours long ago — there was even, I gather, 
ne vague mention of a girl in the tnal. But 
Is do not read newspapers. I quite understand 
ur lack of suspicion. Remember the incident 
Lady Elverton's locked box ; that. 1 think, 
ids me most suspicious. Ordinary men do not 
en locks so swiftly and easily. 1 watched. I 
ughed to see you all so gulled by this gentleman, 
len came the attemot uoon Rockhamnton. Reeves. 
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His trusted young friend ! " He chuckled harshly. 

“ I trust he may not lose the stakes of the race." 

The girl stared hard at the dim square of window. 
Could she warn Ernest ? Was there a hope left 
to the hunted man ? 

" A most shocking case, the whole affair," went 
on Begbie pompously. “ For the creature was a 
gentleman. By the way, did he ever explain his 
long disappearance to you ? Oh, of course, the 
colonial story — yes, precisely. You would not 
think of doubting. Well, as I say, it was all so 
easy to deduce. He came down here to run most 
cleverly, under the cloak of a gentleman, a series 
of thefts. He has stolen Lady Elverton's emeralds.” 

" I don't believe it. He has NOT ! ” Was it 
Evelyn’s own voice which seemed to spring un- 
bidden from her throat 5 Was it Evelyn, the 
accuser, who stood there in her fair beauty bringing 
down her challenge to defend the absent man ? 
She scarcely knew what had entered into her as 
she cned out the words, and knew that she meant 
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shaking his thin arm in her eagerness, but not a 
hard ime in Begbte's face altered or relaxed. He 
stared at her with manifest displeasure. 

" I really think, Evelyn his cold voice was 
harsh and irritable—*' that you axe not well. You 
ask me because this man was a gentleman, and 
used his birth as a cloak to get in here. You ask 
me, because he was once your passing friend, to 
condone a grave offence against the law when you 
should ask my pardon for not having warned 
me." 

'* 1 she loosed her arm and moved towards 
the w indow — " I — forgive me — I did not remember 
the law. 1 thought of humanity, and of a man who 
was your companion only last night.” 

" Right-0 ! ’’ said wooden Freddie, from his open, 
wooden mouth. 

“ A man who has no money, no friends— I know 
something of him — who has spent his last penny to 
hunt here." How strange Ernest's arguments 
sounded from her bps! How she repeated the 
words she h-irt turning 9f in n*%*n 4U1»1;.(I «< A 
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her brain a chaos. Freddie, coming slowly to life, 
slipped unheard from his deep chair. 

Freddie had won a large sum in ready money over 
Hotspur; it was still in his pocket-book, and the 
little man had come to a sudden resolution. 

Reeves was a gentleman, penniless perhaps, as 
Evelyn had said. He could not believe the man had 
stolen the emeralds in a friend’s house. He could 
not forget the good advice which Violet had swal- 
lowed with such wry faces. Prison was a hideous 
thought to careless little Freddie Floyd. He 
pulled the notes out, counting them He would slip 
over in his motor, take Reeves away in it, and give 
him a chance of escape Freddie put the band round 
his pocket-book, and Evelyn turned. 

*' Where have you come from, Freddie ? " she said 
drearily. 

" From sleep,” he said, eyeing her. 

She was troubled — any one could see that, but he 
believed she would forget everything in the joy of 
the glittering things upon the table, 

"Another man might have kissed my Violet,” 
thought Freddie to himself. 
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more than she had ever dreamt of— her life's 
desire. She hated poverty. Harold Bogbic would 
never forgive her il she thwarted him ; she knew 
Vim wt'A ttwwigh that. The lights (tawed in. the 
pretty room, with its brocade-covered furniture, 
flinging up mellow tints of mahogany and satin-wood ; 
fell on Dresden shepherdesses ogling on the mantel- 
piece, on soil old prints hung on the cieam -tinted 
walls. Poverty was bare and hideous , w ith its creak 
of dusty wicker and rasp of cheap carpet, and offence 
of imitation china. Poverty meant the glare of gas, 
the wearing of worn clothes , the storing once again 
through plate-glass windows. She knelt by the 
table. It was too late to alter now. These for a 
necklace — she held up the coloured diamonds, mak- 
ing them flash ; this for a pendant- the sapphire lay 
deep and lustrous in her palm , these rubies far her 
hair. Mis. Begbie's wedding jewels, flames and 
ropes of priceless brilliance. Worth what? A 
soul ? Had the dock clanged again ? They were 
heavy, these things, and cold— the pink diamond 
spotted with blood. Some other soul should pay 
for them. She caught the heavy box and sent it 
crashing down, the jewels raining out in streams of 
fire ; then, pinning Violet's cap to her fair hair, ran into 
the hall lor a couple of cloaks, and fled out into the 
night. 


Black showers fell sharply as she scurried to the 
yard. Marks was fortunately out, but the stableman 
ran the car from the garage, and she got in. There 
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Begbie, in his stiff ulster, came to the boudoir 
door. 

" You are choosing carefully, Evie, I trust,” he 
said. He stood open-mouthed. A stream of 
precious things were overturned upon the table, 
jumbled into glorious medley. A few pearls and 
other things had rolled on to the floor, lying there 
in piteous, silent protest at this indignity; the 
conservatory door was wide open. 

As Begbie, falling on his stiff knees, wailed for Mr. 
Grant, he did not know what could have happened. 
Bells pealed ; questions were asked. Tire grooms, 
well bribed, knew nothing ; but James had seen Miss 
Gervaise running out to take a cloak. 

"She seemed unwell,” gasped Begbie, finding a 
ruby by the table-leg. " You must return to-night. 
Mr, Grant ; and she, Miss Gervaise, has left without 
making a decision and choice " 

'* Perhaps she made it before she left, sir,” said 
Mr. Grant gravely 



CHAPTER XVI 

SPIDERS \ 


W HEN Ernest Reeves had said good-bye to his 
friends, had seen the hunters jog round the 
bend in the road, he turned au-ay in bitterest dejec- 
tion. He listened at the gate until the last tripple 
of the hoofs died into silence, and there was nothing 
to hear but the rave of the wind through the trees, 
the crocking movement of the leafless branches as 
they swayed to and fro Then he walked up the 
long avenue, and, as he opened the big ball door and 
heard it clang behind him, the joy of the morning's 
ride died out ; there was nothing Je/t but the empti- 
ness of the future. It was so dark and damp in 
the uninhabited house, that he went out again to tell 
bis groom that he would not want him any more 
— that the horses were to be sold, as he was called 
away. 

“ Mr. Pajme will buy them, I hope. Mr. Floyd 
takes the grey," he said dully. " J'm sorry to part 
svith them, and with you. Good evening.” 

"Good evening, sir," said Jackson wooden!)'. 

He had lost a place, that was all He did not care. 
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Reeves went in this time by a side door, his feet 
echoing down the long, uncarpeted corridor. The 
windows were uncleaned, cobwebs hung from the 
pictures — the scrubber was not doing her best by 
Barham. But there was a fire in the big dining- 
room blazing cheerily. A loaf of bread upon the 
table flanked the Crown Derby and Worcester set, 
ready to make tea in, and Mrs. Hodge, to celebrate 
his return, had made him a cake. 

" Hodge do say I have a light hand in them,” 
she said, "and I made bold, sir. You’ll miss 
Claxton cooking here." 

"Thank you, Mrs. Hodge.” Something stung 
Reeves’s eyes as he laid the cake down. The old 
woman’s welcome touched him — yet she would 
probably scream and run away if she knew that he 
was a convict. 

Hiss Claxton. He sank listlessly into a chair. 
How he missed it — the firelit, cosy rooms ; the 
servants moving about ; Violet’s light, high-pitched 
voice ; Sir Henry's fussy bass boom ; Evelyn’s 
... he stopped then and his face set in bitter gloom. 
Evelyn, who believed the worst of him. And now 
the afternoon waned, and there was so much to do ; 
morning must not find him here. There were letters 
to write. One to Freddie, asking him to take Payne's 
money, and pay up everything for him. He had no 
time, he wrote, and would write lus address later. 
" There’s rent, and wages,” said Reeves to himself ; 
"not so much left.” 

A letter to his withered, twisted little friend — a 
kindly letter, telling him to many and quit the cross 
19 
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probably scream and run away if she knew that he 
was a convict. 
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He was tired out, mentally and physically. He 
wanted his tea. 

Clop ! dop 1 What was that 5 His overstrung 
nerves sprang tauter still with a jar of quivering 
fear. Who came to see him at this hour ? Was he 
too late > He moved the clothes into the shadow, 
picked up the revolver, and went to the door. 

Clop l dop t dop 1 The old-fashioned knocker was 
suffering hard usuagc. 

He clicked the revolver to full-cock. 

" Are you all deaf ? ” wailed a petulant voice, 
** I've knocked — oh, lor hours and hours ; the bell 
doesn't ring ; and it’s raining, and my shoes are 
soaked. Oh, Mr. Reeves l Hi l . . . Mr. Reeves l ” 
A furious staccato of entreaty and anger. 

"The Butterfly! Hang her,” said Reeves softly, 
as he swung back the door. Violet had kept her 
promise. 

Granby, crouching in the dripping laurels, breathed 
a sigh of relief. " A young lady, Miss St. Maur — 
that’s a good thing, then he won't go out," he said, 
and tucked his damp muffler higher round his neck. 

*‘I said I’d come to tea. You might have ex- 
pected me.’’ 

The tempestuous entrance of Miss St. Maur and 
her bicycle was marked by distinct ill-humour. 
Reeves stared at her blankly. 

" Pull at the bobbin, and the latch will go up,” 
he said, with dreary humour. " You must not come 
in. Miss St, Maur.” 

“ Mustn’t I ? “ said Violet placidly. " Are the 
dampers ready ? I " — the bewitching glance was 
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as he swung back the door. Violet had kept her 
promise. 
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The Jewel of Love 315 

" Dine at Claxton ! ” He stared at her. “ I, 
who have been in prison ? ” 

The gitl laughed again. There was some true 
kindness under the shallow ripple of her nature. 

“ Sir Henry and my aunt, when they hear the 
story, will believe it," she said stoutly. ** I am 
not good at thinking of trouble, but the thought 
of your past life makes me shudder and long to 
help you." 

Yet Evelyn sat with clasped hands, listening, 
starting ; not one word of Violet’s chatter coming 
to her ears. She knew Harold Bebgie. She had 
heard the long string of evidence Before her tor- 
tured eyes they would drag this man away, arrested 
on suspicion, and she would stand convicted in 
her own mind as his ruin for ever. 

" Oh, if you had only gone away,” she moaned, 
and then the big clock struck sonorously, the gravel 
crunched under a horse's feet, the knocker clanged 
to a steady, vigorous hand. 

Out In the driving rain Begbie was contented 
and triumphant. His man was safe — would be 
caught red-handed. He did not wait to hear 
anything from Granby, but strode to the door, 
knocking loudly. 

** Let them get wet. Let them wait." Violet 
sprang tD the seething kettle. She saw it boil again 
and made fresh tea, with a child’s rest and fun. 

“ Oh, we’ll annoy him," she murmured. " Hell 
rage at our little party." 

"Bang! Clomp 1" went the knocker. Voices 
were raised now. 



Lady Elyerf , 

^ h ^'°tr^ : 

' lc *. >’oa inf, " . 

y^rr^x^ 

^L7-T ‘A‘^ k ,h ' mM ' sre!J 

•'Iha n l ■' *'»««." ^ Tm - ■>& Si. 

a ** * V"-^ ta " ■** hu 

ShWy. P C Km plasf .. Jie ^ 

“S S ' ePSi "" , ' ia "- 

*S*'. 

^ £* ST'SVi ™ » «* .h. 

7*^55:???? 

"ieau^i 1 ‘nt 0 ( . . ’ ^ ifffA urrc 

■ -'«'■ J ' c ->~' ro « m !o ia, j (( ./„ 


3*7 


The Jewel of Love 

•' \Uto, Ms. Hastis* Want anything? You «fl 
me in other places to the Usl we met in mw. ' 
Begbie had found a man who knew the c e-convict. 
“Von here, Miss St. Maw. and F.vtiyn— you 
here ? This man's impudence is colossal." muttered 
Begbie. “Send these ladies away. Reeves." he 
said with pompous sternness *' We have come 
to tdl you your game is up." 

”1 really don’t understand you.” said Reeves, 
with p3ticnt politeness. " Have some tea ? What 
Is it— private theatricals ? “ 

"Ro; public thelt" Tlie linn man flung hi* 
bomb "Give up Lady Riverton's emeralds. my 
fine fellow, We know you have not disposed of 
them, for uc have watched you.” 

lie looked for tlic start— the scream of the two 
girls ; watched for the shudder ol the shock. Tliey 
merely smiled Violet took some more cake. 
Evelyn held out her cup for tea. 

“We’ve got a warrant. Hampshire." The man 
called Hams spike sharply. '* Better own up and 
come quietly. It wasn't quite clever enough, with 
a man like llr. Begbie here — a man who lias so 
much ol his own to guard. Lord 1 he spotted you 
a week ago, he did.” 

"While Fitson chased over all the country,” 
Begbie rubbed his dry hands together. 

"1 don't quite understand,” said Reeves, still 
politely, still patiently. 

" You don't understand, you gaol-bird 1 " Beg- 
bie tamed on him with a coarse snarl. "You, 
■who dared to come among us all and charm us with 
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The Jewel of "Love 3»i 

'* Evelyn, are you mad ? ” Bcgbie sat down 
amazed, staring at his fiancde. What did it all 
mean ? “I don’t understand you," he said, almost 
feebly. 

** No? Then, you shall. This man you watched 
and tracked was once my lover. You shall hear." 
Quickly, relusing to be stopped, she told the bitter 
story again, in fewer, tenser words, but no less 
clearly. ” He never stole — he never stole," she 
pleaded in the end. 

Inspector Harris had made the words “ blest " and 
•* blow" very tired ; he kept them going still, and a 
sudden cold made lum blow his nose violently, as if 
in sympathy with the utterance. 

He knew the law. Let the girl plead on with 
white face and outstretched hands— it would avail 
in nothing The net was about Ernest Hampshire’s 
feet, and the trapped bird must be carried to its cage. 
Innocence so long dead was a useless thing. The 
shadow ol the proven guilt would do its work. And 
yet Inspector Harris believed her, so blew his nose 
again, and searched for nothing in the shadows. 

Rage, thwarted triumph, a pale ghost of thwarted 
desire, shook Harold Begbie to the heart He him- 
self was publicly shamed by this woman. She 
would come forward — recite this in public People 
would laugh at hun, the great jewel collector. He 
sprang to bis feet, snarling at her in impotent 
anger. 

" See— take your nng 1 " She flung the great 
sparkling things down. " You will not regret me 
much. Any other peg will do as well, to hang your 
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The Jewel of Love 323 

silks, and Susie Elverton, a fur coat muffling her 
pretty tea-gown, ran breathlessly in. Excitable 
at all times, she was clearly almost hysterical 
now. 

" Stop the police ! " she cried, and .shook Begbie 
heartily, until the amazed man jumped away. 
” Stop the police ! ’’ She shook Reeves, passed 
from him quickly, and, seizing Inspector Harris by 
the lapels of his coat, dragged him forward, with a 
satisfied air. " He’s police. Stop him ! " she cried. 
" At once ! I demand it ! I have flown here, 
Freddie hooting like a — a " 

“ An owl," said Violet demurely. 

** Not at all, child — a lost soul. Ves. Oh, 
where was I > " 

Inspector Harris, standing dumbly in the attitude 
of a dog which has been killing hens, and is led 
forward for punishment, suggested she was " 'oldin’ 
on to ’im.” 

" Oh, yes. You’re the police. It’s the emeralds. 
Found under my carpet. They must have slipped 
in there. And you — oh, Mr. Begbie, you’ve 
arrested a guest of mine. When these things were 
found, we did not come here, we merely started 
and arrived — fell into the laurels and dashed up the 
steps. Freddie would bnng me. He said Evelyn 
would want me with her." 

She opened the case. Green rays of fire darted 
across the room, as the great perfect stones were 
exposed. A ripple of perfection, they nestled on 
their white velvet bed, and Susie Elverton, dis- 
traught from joy, touched them lovingly. 
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The Jewel oi Love 3 2 ? 

I came straight round to see him and ask." He 
paused. 

Begbie tasted a little triumph. 

“ 1 knew it almost from the first," he sneered. 
“ He was close to you when you came out with 
the gardener, on your stale scent." 

“ Stupid fellow I am. Yes. Well, directly I 
did hear it. as I say, I strolled round to see if the 
thief had run across him, for they were side by side 
in hospital, I know." 

” If — what ? ’’ Begbie turned sickly pale " The 
thief is here. What do you mean now ? " 

" I mean Jim the Cracksman, by nickname. 
His own, no one really knows.” Fitson grew 
wrathiul. " And a bloomin' eel by nater. Let 
Hampshire go. Hams. He was never on it. 
There’s evidence enough to convict a dozen men 
in Bateson's cottage." 

“ Bateson, the gardener 5 " cned Freddie. 

" Oh, Bateson, the gardener. It was a clever 
lay; them mushrooms set me thinking first, but 
I went too slowly, an’ missed him. He limps when 
he likes, and walks sound when he likes. I was 
after him at the races, and he slipped me in the 
crowd. I went there now, and found his tools in 
the salad-frame — I thought the plants looked 
droopy. Bits of stuff, too — odd settings and heavy 
bracelets. You're very clever, Mr. Begbie ; but 
Hampshire here has never been under suspicion 
since his release . . . and Jim — we’ve marked his 
work three times and more." 

The heavy hands slipped from Reeves's shoulders, 
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The Jewel of Love 329 

" I’m West and Mowed if I’m not glad,” burst 
out Harris suddenly. His irrepressible subordinate 
was snapping his fingers to control his emotion. 
'* Queerest picnic I ever come to. I wish you 
joy, miss," he said, with clumsy kindness. 

" I wish you all common sense," said Bcgbie. 
jumping round. 

11 No iurther use lor me, I suppose, sir ’ Mr. 
Fitson’s sure to be right. Come along, you 
giraffe " — this in a furious undertone to the contorted 
constable. The law melted from the room to 
quarrel wildly outside, and depart, three heated 
and annoyed men, to catch the next train for 
London. 

The fog cleared. Reeves touched the hands upon 
his arm. 

** Evie, it’s still good-bye," he said. “ though 
the horror has receded , who am 1 to drag you 
down ? But in the long years to come I shall 
remember that you believed in me at last, and I 
shall not be unhappy. Don't fret— it must be 
I have a dean start now. Floyd, how can I thank 
you ? ” he said to Freddie 

“ By giving me a whisky-and-soda," said Freddie 
prosaically. " I'm quite upset. And now. look 
here, old man — Reeves, well say, I think, always 
I’ve a place tn Worcestershire, and a lot of thorough- 
breds— mares and so on : the manager's just dead. 
No one will know you there You can take m 
horses besides, if you like It will be a fresh start ; 
for I fancy we may rely on Begbie here to be. for 
his own sake, silent He might get a bit laughed 
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The Jewel of Love 33 1 

*' Not at all, don’t-cher-know said Freddie, 
blushing hotly. " It’s settled then.” 

“ And 1 am frozen,” said Lady Elverton. “ Mr. 
Reeves, as I fell out of my door, I told them to 
light your fire in your room." She said it almost 
carelessly. 

'■ You’d ask me back,” he said — " knowing what 
I’ve been ? But there’s Sir Henry ” There were 
tears in his eyes. 

" Sir Henry is my husband,” said her ladyship 
briskly. " There is the Daimler for us now — I 
ordered it. It will bring you and Evelyn." 

" / should like. Lady Elverton," said Begbie 
stiffly, " to have my things sent after me to London.” 
He stood in the doorway, biting at his thin fingers. 
These were hours then, when the bait of great jewels 
fell away, and was naught. 

Hfe was told politely it should be so . . . 
bidden cold good-byes as they went out. Begbie 
had to walk, for the police had taken the hired 
trap. 

Ernest and Evelyn stood alone in the big dun 
room, where a lifetime of emotion seemed to have 
passed over their heads. 

“ You'll take me back then ? ” she whispered, and 
pulled a ring from her pocket — a little, discoloured, 
valueless thing, battered and bent. 

"Evie, I never put you away," he said. The 
tired lines were leaving his face « a -great and 
wonderful peace lulled him. " But I shall be very 
poor, Evie, and yours was a brilliant future. Dear, 
will you never regret the jewels i ” 
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